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ONE or flis majesty’s PRJNWAA S^SSJ^XARIES ©r 8TA.TB%' 

** — Fatk contrark lata Yxag* 

A S when a traveller^ a lof^ 3ay 

In painful fearch of eannot fin3. 

At mght’s approach, eont^ mth the next 
Their ruisinates> a wh3e, Kk lahour Ipft ; ^ ^ 

Then chears his heart with what his fate aj05>rf% 

And chaunts liis fonnet to deceive the tim^ 

Till the due feafon calls him to i^pofe x 
Thus I, loiig-txaveE^d in the way^ of 
And dancmg;^ red;, the ghSly mastp. 

Where difap^i^mnt Imiks at |^*jf carW^^ 

Warn’d by lite lai^or of fife’s evernngmvi 
Jit length have jbc^’d me in^ hurffe 
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I chace the moments with a ferious fong. Ij 

Song Tooths our pains ; and age ha’s pains to foOth, 
When age, care, crime, and friends embrac’d at heart. 
Torn from my bleeding breaft, and death'* s dark ihade^ 
W’hich hovers o’er me, quench th’ ethereal fire ; 

Canft thou, O JdiigBt I indulge one labour more ? 20 

One labour more indulge I theft ’deep, ‘my drain ! 

Till, haply, whk’d by 'RapKaeFs gtdden lyre. 

Where night, death, age, care, crime, and forrow, ceafe 5 
To bear a part in everlaiirng lays; 

Though far^ fhr higher fet, in aim, I trull, 25 

SyiftphOftious to this Jiftinible^pfelude htriL, 

Has not the Mufe j>leafures fure.^ 

Like thofe* above; exploding other joys ? 

Weigh what was urg’d, Lorenzo 1 fairly weigh ; 

And tell me, had thou’ caufe tb triumph dill ? ‘ 30 

I think, 'thou wilt forbear* a bead fo bold. 

But if, beneath the favour of mift^e. 

Thy fmile’s iincere ; ’'riot^mbre'iihcere can be 
Lorenzo’s fm2le,‘than my coiripaffion for hhn. 

The dek in call for aid ; ' the’dek ‘35 

Inmiind are covetous of more diieafe ; 

And when at dream themfeltrbs^quite' 

To kno^ bdrfeltes (fefeas’d. Is 6ur cure. 

'^'hen War/^hlulh’by is d!5 

And conference, *dH 3 enhi"by‘ rd^'CatSd'ftf'okes, 

Has into manner s 'uztnizBz^d^onr crimes ; 
f he^ curTe 'df culfesfs, *bur o'loVe; 

To triumph Tn*the^BlacBttefs'of duf guilt 
.(As Indians gloryfn the deeped jet). 


And 
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And throw aiide our fmfis with our peace^ 

But grant no guilt> no Ihame, no leatt alloy 5 
Grant joy and glory quite unfullyM Ihone 5 
Yet, iHlI> it ill deferves Lorenzo’s heart 
Joy, no gkry, glittersin thy fight, 

JBut, tlu‘Ough the thin p$fe*tition of an hour, 

I fee its fables wove by d^iny 

And that in forrow buryM ; thu, in Ihame; 

While howling ring the doleful knell; 

And cnnfaonce, now £0 foft thou fcarce canfl hear 
Her whifper, echoes her eternal peal* 

Where, the prime adors of the h^year^s fcene 
Their port fo proud, their birikin, and their plume 
How mzsijjleep, who kept the world a^ah 
With luftre, and with noife ! has dmth proclaimed 
A truce, and hung his fated lance on high ? 

’Tis brandilh^d IHll ; nor fhall the pre/ent year 
3e more tenacious oLher hunaan leaf. 

Or fpread of. feeble life a thinner Tall. 

But needicfs monuments to wake the thought; 
Life’s feenes Ipeak man^s mortality ; 
Though in a flyle more florid, full as plain. 

As mmJoUums, pyramids^ and tombs 
What are our nobleft ornaments, but deaths 
Turn’d flatterers of life, in paint or marble. 

The well-flain’d canvas, or the featur’d ftone t 
Our fathers grace,^^r rather haunt, the fcene* 

J^oy peoples her paidMonirom the dead, 

Profit dinserfions /— ^nnot thefe efcape 
Far fromit ; thlfe prefent us with a fhroud ; 
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Ar.d talk of deaths like garlands o’er a grave. 75 
fome bold plunderers, for bury’d mosalth, 

We ranfack tombs £ox pcftun€% from the duil 
Call up the fleeping hero ; bid him tread 
The fcene for our amufement : how like gods 
We fit; and, wr^apt in immorality, So 

Shed generous tears on wretches bom to die ; 
fate deploring, to forget our o%un I 
What all the pomps and triumphs of our Eves, 

But legacies in bloflbm ? Our lean foil, 

Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities, S5 

From friends interred beneath ; a rich manure ! 

Like other worms, we banquet on the dead ; 

Like other worms, fhall we crawl on, nor know 
Our prefcnt frailties, or approaching fate ? 

Lorenzo ! fuch tiie glories of the world I ' 90 

What is tlie world itfelf ? Thy world— a grave. 

Where is the dull that has not been alive } 

The fpade, the plough, diflurb our ancellors ; 
from human mould we reap our daily bread. 

The globe around earth’s hollow furface lhakes, 99 
And is the deling of her Eeeping fous. 

O’er devaEation we blind revels keep ; 

Whole bury’d towns liipport the dancer’s heel. 

The mozjf of human feme the fun exhales 5 

Winds fcatter through the mighty void the dty ; 100^ 

Earth repoEdTes part of what Ihe g;ave. 

And the freed fpirit mounts on wings of fire ; 

Each element partakes our fcatter’d {poEs ; 

As nature, wide, our ruins fpread: man’s death 

Inhabits 
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Inliabits all things, but the thought of man. 105 

Nor man alone ; his breathing bull expires. 

His tomb is mortal ; empires die : where now, 

'The Roman / Greek? They ftalk, an empty name I 
Yet few regard them in this ufeful lights 
Though half our learning is ihnr epitaph* 1 10 

When down thy vale, unlock’d by midnight thought. 
That loves to wander in thy funlefs realms, 

0 death / I kretch my view i what vilions rife ! 

What ti-iumphs ! toils imperial ! arts divine i 

Ivk wither’d laurels glide before my light 1 11 } 

What lengths of far~famM ages, billow’d high 
With human agitation, roll abng 
In unfubkantiai images of air ! 

The melancholy ghoks of dead renown, 

VVhafpering faint echoes of the world’s applaufe, l ao 
With penitential afped, as they pafs. 

All point at earth, and hifs at human pride. 

The wifdom of the wife, and, prancings of the great* 

But, O Lorenzo 1 far the relt above. 

Of ghakly nature, and enormous fize, 125 

One form akaults my light, and chills my Mood, 

And lhakes my frame.. 0 £ one departed world. 

1 fee the mighty lhadow: oozy wreath 

And difinal fea-weed crown her o’er her um 
Reclin’d, Ihe weeps her defblated realms, 

And bloated fons 5 and, weeping, prophelies 
Another's dilToIution, loon, in flames. 

But, like CalTandra, prophelies in vain 5 
In vain, to many 5 not, I trufl,. to thee. 
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For, tHotf not, or art tkdn kth to know, 135 

Tke great decree, die connfekof die Ikies? 

Deluge and cchijidgrdtt'cn% dreadfui'powers I 
PriMe miniflers Of vengfeanc^ ! diaiii^dT in caves 
apart tfhe giant furies roar ; 

.4part ; or, fiKii! their horrid rage for ruin, 140 

In ihtitnal cqniH^^ would they aifd wage 
Eternal war, tiil^ orie was quite-' diSvOur'dv 
But not for this^t ordained 'thok houndl^fs rage s 
When heaven’s inferior inilrnments of wrath, 
^dr,famineyf€filhitce^ are fount! tbo weak 14^ 

To fcoufg^ a world for her enormous crimes, 
ffhefe are let loofe, alternate : down they ruih. 

Swift and tempeftaous, froin th’ eternal throne. 

With irrefiftible commifBOn arm’d, 

Th^ world, in vam corredled, to detroy, 150 

And eafe creation of the Ihocking kene. 

Seell thoU, Lorenzo ! what def^ends m man f 
The /ate of nature ; as/£?r man, her lirtk 
MartFs adors change earth’s tranfitory fcenes, 

And make creation groan with human guilt. I5t; 
How ahull: it groah, in a tiew deluge whelm’d. 

But not of WakOrs ( at thif defin’d hour. 

By the loud trumpet fuimhod’d to the thatgC;. 

See, all the fermidable Safts tff firey 
Bf tfptions, eatthqdake^i cd#e%/ llgMfdhgs, flay r6o 
Their vatidu^ engines 5 al af difgotge 
Their blazing magazine^ ? and l^ke, by iorhi. 

This poor terreltrihl ck^dbi bf ahan* 

Amazing period ! when e^ch iholmt^-height 


Out« 
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Ox^-barxis Vefuvius ; r^s eternal ppiir ’ j.65 

Their melted as riTrers opce diyey ppi^:’d ; 

Stars ruih ; and final rum ferpely dri-v^es 
Her plowfhare o’er creation I^while aJqft, 

More than altomikment \ if i^ore be 1 

Ear other jinmnent tbaa e^er was 57® 

Than e’er was thought hj in^n I far. (S^rjiap/ 

Stars animate, goyem t^e of fire 3. 

Far other / — A &i\, O how upli^ 

The Babe at Be^em I how unlilfp the Ma% 

That groan’d on Calv^j !~Yet B&kb; 175 

That man of fprrows I O how ch^g ’4 I wl^t pomp I 
In grandeur terrible, aH fipay^ 4 ^fcpncjis ! 

And gods, ambitious, triumph in hi§ train. 

A fwift archangeb with his goldpn wing,. 

As blots and clouds, that darken and difgraoe' 580 
The fcene divine, fweeps ftars and funs afide. 

And now, all drofs remov’d, heaven’s own pure day> 
Full on the confines of our aether, flames. 

■While (dreadful contrail !) far, how far beneath ! 

HeB, burfting, belches forth her blazing feas, 

And fiorms fulpbureous 5 her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, nud rp^ring for her pre^r. ' 

Lorenzo ! welcome to this fcene j. the laH 
In nature’s courfe j the firll in wifdoto’s thought.. 

Xkii firikes, if aught can ilrike thee; this awakes xpcr 
The moft fupine ^ this (hatches mau from deaths 
Foufe, roufe, Lorenzo, tten,. and foftow me, ^ 

Where truth, the moft wmentqi^ tear,. 

Loud calls my W, mA af^doM wing^ter Sight 
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S find my inipiratjon m my theme ; 

The grandeur of mj fubjed is my Mufe. 

At midnight^ when mankind is wrapt in pace. 

And worldly* fc^nty feeds on golden dreams ; 

To give more dread to man’s mod dreadful hour, 

At midnight, ’tis prefum’d, this pomp will burft aco 
From tenfold darkefs ; fudden as the fpark 
From fmitten fieel ; front nitrous grain, the blaze. 

Man, darting from his couch, fhall deep no more I 
The day Is broke, which never more ihail clof^ ! 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all 1 205 

Terror, and glory join’d in their extremes ! 

Our God in grandeur, and our njosrld on fire ! 

Ail nature firuggling in the pangs of death 1 
Dofi thou not hear her ? Dofi: thou not deplore 
i:fer ilrong convulfions, and her final groan ? 210 

Where are nm^ ? Ah me I the ground is gone. 

On which we fiood ; Lorenzo ! while thou may’d. 
Provide more firm fupporty or link for ever I 
Where I How? From whence ? Vain hope I it is too late I 
Where,, where, for Iheiter, fhall the guilty fly, 215 
When Gonfiemation turns the gmd man pale ? 

Great day I for which all other days were made 5, 

For which rofe from man from ; 

And an eternity, the date of Gods, 

Defcended on poor earth-created mm I 220^ 

Great day of dread, decifion, and defpair I 
At thought of thee,, each fkbhmary wifii 
Lets go its eager grafp, and drops ihe world ; 

And calches at each reed of hope m heavch. 


At 
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At thought of thee ! — and art thoa tthfeni dien ? 
Lorenzo I no ; ’tis here 5 it i$ began ;«w 
Already is begun the grand affize. 

In thee, in all : deputed conlcienc?e fbafes 
The dread tribunal, and forftalls our doom ; 

Foreftalls ; and, by forellaHing, proves it /uu, 

Why on himfeif Ihould man w/y}udgHient pafs I 

Is idle nature laughing her Ions I 

Who cmfcmice fent, her fentence wiB fuppoit, 

And God above aiiert that God in man. 

Thrice happy they ! that enter wrm the court 235 
Heaven opens in their bofoms ; but> how rare. 

Ah me ! that magnanimity, how rare I 
What hero, like the man who hands himfeif j 
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone f 
Who hears intrepid, the full charge k hnngs^ 

RefolvM to iilence future murmurs there ^ 

The coward hies ; and, flying, is undone* 

(Art thou a coward ? No :} The coward flies j 
Thinks, but thinks %htly f aiks, but fmrs m 
Aiks, « What ts truth with Pilate 5 and retires $ 

Diflblves the court, and mingles with the throng ; 
Afylum fed ! from xeafen# and heaven I 
Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye,. 

For that great day, which was. ordainM for man } 

O day of confummation ! mark fupreme 2^ 

(If men are wife) d J nor leaft, 

Or in the fight of angel% m thek Eng ! 

Augeh, whofe radiant circles, height o’^er hefsfe;. 
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Bow often has ihe knock’d at kiman hearts ! 3 

Rich to repay their hofpitality^ 

How often call’d 1 and wkh the voice of God ! 

Yet bore repulfe, excluded as a cheat i 
A dream ! while fouiefl foes found: welcome th^re f 
A dream, a cheat, all things, but fmile. 320 
For, lo I her twice ten thoufand gates thrown wide. 
As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole. 

With banners ibeaming as the comet^s blaze. 

And clarions, louder than the deefi in dorms. 

Sonorous as immortal breath can blow, 525 

Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and powers. 

Of light, of darknefs ; in a middle field. 

Wide, as creation / populous, as wide I 
A neutral region \ there to mark th’ event 
Of that great drama, whofe preceding fcenes^ 33-0 
Detmn’d them clofe lpe£tators, through a length 
Of ages, ripening to this grand refult ; 

Ages, as yet unnumber’d, but by God; 

Who now pronouncing fentence, vindicates 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. 335 

Eternity, the various fentence pad, 

Afiigns the lever’d throng didinft abodes, 

Sulphureous, cnr ambroliai : What enfues ? 

The deed predominant I the deed of deeds 1 
Which makes a hell of heU, a heaven of heaven. ^0- 
The Goddefs, with determin’d afpe^l, turns 
Her adamantine key’s enormous lize 
Through delHny’s inextricable wards. 

Deep driving every bolt, on both their fetes# 


Then 
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TJien. from the ciyftal baitkmeats of heaveis, 345 
Down, down, (he burls it through the dark profound. 
Ten thoufand thoufand fathom ; there to rull. 

And ne’er unlock her refolution more. 

The deep refounds ; and hell, tlirough all her glooms. 
Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar- 
O how unlike the chorus of the ikies I 
O how unlike thofe ihouts of joy, that lhafce 
The whole ethereal / How the concave rings I 
Nor ilrange I when deities their voice exalt ; 

And louder far, than when creatian rofe. 

To fee creation* s godlike aim, and end. 

So well accompliih’d 1 fo divinely clos’d I 
To fee the mighty drammfi^s lafl: 

(As meet) in glory riling o’er the reE 
No fancy ’d God, a God indeed, defcends. 

To folve all knots ; to ilrike the moral home ; 

To throw full day on darkeft feenes of ume ; 

To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole- 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praife. 

The charm’d fpedators thunder their apjplaufe 1 365 
And the vail void beyond# applauie re&imds. 

What then am 

. Amidt worlds# 

And worlds celdSM* is their 'ibrnad on earth, 
Apeeviih, diiTouant, rebdUmu# firing# ^ 

WMdi jars on the 

Cenfure on ihee^ I X.MpeEi4 . 

And turn it on how greaa%#40^l 

All, all is r^h > by Go4-orfain?d m 


350 
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And who, but God, refum’d the friends He gave? 37^ 
And have I been comflainingi then, fo long ? 
Ccmplatning of his fa^mrs , fam, and death P 
Who, without paints advice, would e’er be good ? 
Who, without deaths but wouM be good in vain ? 

"pain is to fave from pmn ; all punilhment, 380 

To make for peace ; and death to fave from death ; 
And fecond death, to guard immortal life ; 

To roufe the carelefs, the prefumptuous awe. 

And turn the tide' of fouls another way ; 

By the fame tendemefs divine ordain’d, 3S5 

That planted Eden, and high-ldoom’d for man, 

A fairer Eden, endkfs, in the Udes. 

Heaven gives us frtejids to blefs the prafent fcene 5 
V Refumes them, to prepare us for the next. 

‘All evils natural are moral goods ; ^39® 

All difcipHne, dmiulgence, on the whole. 

None are unhappy : all have caufe to fmile. 

But fuch as* to^therUfelves that caufe deny. 

-Our faults are at the bottom of our pains ; 

"Error, in aBs^ or judgment^ is’ the fource 3*55 

Of endlefs hghs : We)6s?, or we mifiake ; 

And nature tax, when falfe opimon fegs. 

Let impious grief ibe baniiiM, joy indulg’d; 

But cMefiy:jfiNW,i^whemgrief^ts:inJbfir^ 
from 

Oft Hve&in wiifey,* amii:d£as.iEkWoe. 

Joy, amidft i//r,»i3<nMibomtes,";eEatei; 

’Tis joy andooo^u^ ; ^joy,4»and vimejao, 

A noble fordtodeia^^, delights 


Heaven, 
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Heaven, earth, ourfelvesj ’tisduty, glory, peace. 405 
AffliSiicn is the good man’s Ihining fcene ; 

Fr&j}miy conceals his brighteft ray ; 

As night to Itars, •wee luftre gives to man. 

Heroes in battle, pilots in the fiorm. 

And virtue in calamities, admire 
The crown of manhood is a ^nter-joy ; 

An evergreen, that ftands the Northern blaii. 

And blolToms in the rigour of our fete. 

’Tis a prime part of happinefs, to know 
How much unhappinefs Tmfi prove our lot ; 

A part which few poifefs I I ’ll pay life’s tax^ 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour. 

Nor think it mifery to be a man ; 

Who thinks it is, {hall never be a God* 

Some ills v^'e wife for, ' when we wife to live. 

What {poke promd pajfion ? — Wife' my being lok ? ^ 
/Prefumptuous ! Hafphemous ! abfurd I and feife I 
The triumph of my foul is~That I % 

And therefore that f LOreazo ! 

Look invi^ard, ^#id Igok dfeep ; ^ and deeper iliii 5 - 42^ 

Unfethomably -deep our runs 

In golden vein§, trough al eten^fy I 

Ages, and^ages, a^d^lhecetding'fii 

New ages, femr, 

Which.courts; 

Shall wafee,’*^d Gain'd ttild pMk* 

And fiy through^hte€^'and:iiriti^^ ; 

And (if defer^*d)^%'}ieaTmn’^ lofve. 


410 
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420 


* Eeferriner to the FIrfi: Nieht. 
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Made half-adorable itfelf, adore ; 

And find, in adoration, endlefs joy 1 435 

y/here thou, not mailer of a moment hre^ 

Frail as the ficwer, and iieeting as the gale. 

May’ll boail a <wMe eternity » enrich’d 
With all a kind Omnipotence can pour. 

Since Adam feib no mortal, uninfpir’d, 440 

Has ever yet conceiv’d, or ever fhall. 

How kind is God, haw great (if good) is Man. 

No man too largely from heaven’s love .can hope, 

Xf what is hop^d he labours to /ecure. 

Ills ? — there are none : — AlUgradons ! none imm^hee; 
From mm full many I numerous is the race 
Of biackell ills, andrhofe immortal too. 

Begot by madne/s on fair Itberiy^ 

Heaven’s daughter, hell-debauch’d t her hand alone 
Unlocks deilrudion to the fons of men, 450 

Firil barr’d by thine ; high- wall’d with adamant. 
Guarded with terrors reaching to this world. 

And cover’d with the thunders of thy law ; 

Whofe threats are mercm^ whofeviiyuftdions,^»/dkf, 
AfiHHng, not retraining, reafm^s choice ; 453 

Whole landions, unmimdakle refults 
From nature’s coorfe, mdulgendy reveal’d^ 

If unreveal’ds^ more dai^erous, nor lefs fure. 

Thus, an indulgent father warns his fon&> 

Do this 5 fly that”— nor always tells the caufe 4 460 
Pleas’d to reward, as dp^ to his will, 

A condud needful to their own repofe^ 

Great God of wonders 1 (if, thy /o<tte furvey’d. 

Aught 
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Aught elfe the name of wonderful retmns) 

What rods are thefe, on which to build our tf uft ! 46; 
Thy ways admit no blemifh ; none I find j ' ^ 

Or this alone—" That none is to he found/* 

Not one, to fbften cenfure's hardy crime ; 

Not one, to palliate peevilh griefs Complaint, 

Who like a desman, murmuring from the dull, 470 
Dares into judgment call her Judge.— Supreme ! 

For all I blefs thee ; moft, for the fevers ; 

* Her death — my ovin at hand — the fiery gulph. 

That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent ! 

It thunders but it thunders to preferve ; 47- 

It lirengthens what it ftrikes ; its wholefome dread 
Averts the dreaded pain ; its hideous groans 
Join heaven’s fweet hallelujahs in thy praife. 

Great Source of good alone! How kind in all 1 


In vengeance kind ! pain, death, gehenna. Save* 
Thus, in thy world material. Mighty Mind I 
Not that alone which folaces, and flnnes. 

The rough aaA gloomy, challenges our praife. 
The ’winter is as needful as the fpriag ; 

The thunder, as the fun ; a Agnate maA 
Of vapours breeds a peftilentkl air ; 

Nor more propitious the Favo^hreeze 
To nature’s health, than purifying ftonns; 

The dread Volcano miaiflers to goosL . 

Its linother’d flames might nndeimige tine wotH. 
Loud .^tnas; fulminate in love to j 
Comets good omens are, vi^hen duly fcarm’d 5 
VoL. LXII. C 
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Ai^, 
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iknd, in theit afe> ecUpfis learn to fMne. 

Man is fef|:ionfible for i/Zr receiv’d ; 

Thofe we call •tarefchd are a ckofea band. 

Compelled to refuge in the rights for peace. 

Amid my lift of bleffings infinite. 

Stand this the foremoft. t 7 ^ heart has hledP^ 

^*Th heaven^s laft efbrt of good-wiJl to man ; 

When can’t hlefs, heaven quits us in deipair. 500 
Who fails to grieve, when juft occafion calls, ^ 

Or griefs loo miich, deferves not to be bleft* ; 
Inhuman, or Ms heart ; 

It'mfon abfolir^s the gne& Mfich 'r^fm ends. 

May heaven ne^er truft my fend with happinefs, 505 
Till it has tanght Hm Jmw to hear it well. 

By previous pain ; und made it J^e to /mzk ! 

Such fmiles ^ mine, and futb may they remain % , 
Vkk hazard their e^dindlMils, firom excefs* 

My change of heart a change ofjtyk demands*; 510 
The Confolatidtt cancds the Ccmiplaint, 

And makers a convert of iny gnihy ibng. 

And when o’er^labcnn:'’d, and indin’d to Breathe, 

A gating traV’rfBerftmae "rifing ground. 

Some fmall afeent, hasgaiiM, he tdrns him rotmdii 5 
And meafures 'the yhrfotrs vale^. 

The fields, he tms j 

And, fadate of MJCKtomfey, ifehtlfs dfMrfe, 

Mafear^ %y lmMc% Wf wm tdJl ; 

This I, though filial, Ifedd, is 'iMt 
The Male liWs felde^ the p^tfts ; 

extenfive, be^ften but by view ; 

And, 
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And, confcious of her pradence in repofe, 

Paufe ; and with, pkafure ineditate an md. 

Though ilill remote ; fo fruitful is mf theme, 555 
Through many a field of and dimm. 

The Mufe has ftray’d ; and much of fsmm fern 
In human ways ; and much of frlfi and m^ln ; 

Which new who tmd this bad road, can rnhs. 
O^trfnmds deaas^d fall heardly ihe wept ; 530 

Of knie^dimm the wonders fee \ 

Proved man fibew^d the fmr^e 

The grand tribunal rais’d ; align'd the baunck 
Of human grief: m clole the whole. 

The moral Mule has 'todow^d oat a fetch, 53 j 
Though nc«: in form, tm mth a Eapjiael-llioke, 

Of moft our weaknefs needs helkm, or do^ 

111 this our land of travel and Of hope. 

For peace on earthy orpro%e^ of the jfef. 

What then remains ? Miich 1 much ! a mighty debt 
To be difeharg'd: thelb thoughts, ONi^l ane 
From thee they came, l&e lo^ansfeai^fgiis,. 

While others Ipoets &ign) 

In ihadows 

Her {hepherd 

Than I of A 30 ^Ai» 3 ' 

Beneath whrfe htWir 
Immortal #a®oe€ 

Where 
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And fated to furvive the traniient fnn I 
By mortals, and immortals, feen with awe I 
A darry icrown thy ravea brow adorns, 555 

An azure zone thy waift ; clouds, in heaven’s loom 
Wrought through varieties of lhape and fhade. 

In ample folds of drapery divine. 

Thy flowing mantle form ; and heaven throughout, 
iVoluminoufly pour thy pompous train. 560 

Thy gloomy grandeurs { nature^ s mofl: augufl^ 
Infpiring afped I) claim a grateful verfe ; 

And, like a lable curtain ftarr’d with goId> 

Drawn o’er my labours pafl:, Ihall clofe the fcene. 

And what, O man ! fo worthy to be fung ? 565 

What more prepares jus for the fongs of heaven ? 
Creation, of archan^Is .is the theme I 
What, to be fun^ fo medftd P What fo well 
CeleiHal joys prepare us to fuftgin ? 

The ibul of man. His face defign’d to fee .570 
gave thefe wonders to Be feen by man. 

Has here a previous feene of objects gymt. 

On which to dwell ; to .flxetch to that ex^^nfe 
Of thought, ntorife to.that ocaltod hdight 
Of admiradcm, to that awe, , .575 

And give ,her cs^citks that flrength, 
WHch.b^ for /mi joy< 

The 

The deeper fhall they? Jka^m* 

Heaven’s %mg I whofe fkce unv^’dctmfemmat^s 

jSo 

Eedundam^ M & ! which ffls that'mi^ty vmd. 

The 



THE COMPLAINT, IX. 2% 

The whole creation leaves in human hearts f 
Thou, who didft touche the lip of Jelfe^s fon^ 

Rapt in fweet contemplation of thefe fires, 

• And fet his harp in concert with the fpheres ; 

While of thy works matmal the Supreme 
I dare attempt, affifi: my daring feng, 

Loofe me from eatthh inclofiire, i'om the fun^$ 
ContraBed circle fet my heart at large ; 

Eiiminate my fpirit, give it range 
Through'* provinces of thought yet imexplor’d ; 

Teach me, by thia fiupendous fcafioHing, 

Creation’s golden Heps, to climb to Thee, 

Teach me with art great muun to control. 

And fpread a luflxe o’er the ihades of nighu 595 
Feel I thy kindaffent \ and fhaU th« 

Be feen at mtdnight^^r^m^ in my img I 

Lorenzo 1 come^, and warm thee: thou, whofe heart,*. 
Whofe /lifk heart, is moot’d within a nook 
Of this obfcure terrefixial, anchor we^h,^ 

Another <^ean calls, a port ^ 

I am thy pilot, I thy pro%ero«s gak,. 

Gainful thy voyage dmntgh yosnazwe mmt 
Main, without teiapei,' ; 

And whence thou roay’il 

And leave to hjggm^'i m|n^ tte pmiwA gM* 

TThy travela th« boat . a’ea? ^ 

Thon Jr ^^Igir 'thf 

mh.^' 

Maisfre delineates her whole chart atlai^k;^ J . 

On foaring foul%» timt iad the 
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And ma 7 $ how parbEnd, if unknown the whole t 
Who circies fpackms then travels 
Shall own, he never was from before ! 

Come,, my * Promethetis, from thy pointed rock 6i 5 
Of falfe ambition if nnchainM, we ’ll mount ; 

Wt ’ll, innocently f ileal celeiiial fire. 

And kindle our devotion at the fims ; 

A theft, that ihali not chain, but fet thee ^ree. 

Above our atmofphere’s intelbne wars, 6zo 

Rain’s fountain-head, the magazine of hail ; 

Above the northern neiis of feather’d fnows,. 

The brew of thunders,, and the flaming forge 
That forms the crooked Hghtning above the caves 
Where infant tempers wait their growing wings, 62 j 
And tune their* tender vokes to that roar. 

Which fbon, perhaps, IhaH "fhake a guilty world 5 
Above mifconftmcd omena of the fky. 

Far- travel ’d comets’ calculated bla^e j 

Blaiice thy thoaght, and think of more than man^ 630 

Thy foul, till now, contra^d, wither’d, 

Blighted by blafls of emrtk^s unwholfbme air. 

Will Moffom k^e ; %read all her fkculties 
To thefe bright ardotms j every power unMd, 

Amd rtfe into fublimitie^ of thcmght^ 635 

Stars te&ch^ M wdl as j^msi At msape*£-hiHhs 
Thus their Be kM to 

Where art benighted traveller 1 

The Will tl^e 5 ^ugk the Masni teadd 
Whare are thc% mote b^gkt^d i more afeay ! 640 

fa 


♦ Night the Eigh^, 
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In wsLys immprtai ? ;. 

Arid, if obey'd their cciuiifqj^ Cet r%kl. 

This pyofpe^l vail:, wfe^ is it I — Weigh'<i adgllfe 
^Tis nature’s fyftenj of divinity,. 

And every fhident of the infpij'es-- 645 

'TIs elder Scripture, writ by God’s ovyu handt 
Scripture apthentic I uncomipt by mnu 
Lorenzo I with my Rodim (the rjch gift 
Of thought nofturaai 1 ) I ’ll pmt out to theer 
Its various ieffons ; fome that may furprize 650 
An un-a 4 ept in myfteties of Nigk; 

Little, perhaps, expeded in her fchooi. 

Nor thought t9 grow <>n f^pnet, pr tor- 
Bulls, lions, fcorpien^, montors tore we 
Ourfcives more montoouBi POt to iee wtot ^ 5 S. 

Exihs indeed kfture to mankind* 

What read we cxiltence of ^ GodI 

Yes i and of other tokf Jhau ^tove ; 

Natives of AEther I Sop? q£ higto*" O&iws I 
And, what may jpoye wolltof 

E4:ernity is writfen m tto ^ . 

And whofe i M'him ; 

MankmdU eternity#-- Itof faith dm^>< * - . - > * 
Yirtpe grws tor# h im tto 
Of almo| efery yi#e -f im 1 ; - Mg. 

Wroih^ J’r^> 

LoOTzfoi : 

Thoi%h oaar Ifcdjfctost i 

Thofc tyrants I ^ kt%- 
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Afford their harrafs'd flaves but ilender refl. 67a 
Thou to whom midnight is immoral noon. 

And the fun’s noon-tide blaze, prime dawn of day ; 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime. 
Commencing one of our Antipodes ! 

In thy noelurnal rove, one moment halt, 675 

^Twixt fiage and ffage, of riot, and cabal ; 

And lift thine eye, (if bold an eye to lift. 

If bold to meet the face of injur’d heaven) 

To yonder ffars : For other ends they Ihine, 

Than to light revellers from fhame to lhame, 6S0 
And, thus, be made accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of fpace. 

With infinite of lucid orbs replete. 

Which fet the living firmament on fire. 

At the firfi: glance, in fuch an overwhelm 685 

Of wonderful, on man’s afionilh’d fight, 

Rufhes omnipotence To curb our pride ; 

Our reafon roufe, and lead it to that power. 

Whole love lets down thefe filver chains of light i 
To draw up man’s amhitkn to 690 

And bind our eh&fie affe&kns to his throne* 

Thus the three virtues, kail alive on earth, 

And welcom’d on heaven’s coafi with moff applauf^ 
An humhkf pme^ and h$ammly-imnded heart. 

Are here infpir’d 1 — And canffth*^ gaz^ fcoalong I 6^5^ 

Nor fiands thy mratih depriv’d cff &s reproof. 

Or un-upbraided by this 
The planets of ‘Cach fyt® Jreprefe^ 

Kind neighbours ; mutual amky prevails j: 


Sweet 
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Sweet interchange of ray^, received, retumMj 
Enlightenhig, and enlightenM ! Alii at once. 
Attracting, and attracted I Patriot-like, 

None fins againft the welfare of the whole 5 
But their reciprocal, unlelhilh aid, 

AiFords an emblem of milknnid love* 

Nothing in nature, much lefs con/dous being. 

Was e^er created folely for idelf : 

Thus man his finjerdgn du^ learns -in this. 

Materid picture of benevolence* 

And know, of all our fupercilious race,- 
Thou molt inflammable ! Thou wafp of men I 
Man’s angry heart,. would be found 

As rightly fet, as are the iany fpheres 5 
’Tis natures flruCture, broke by fetbborn w//,. 

Breeds all that un-celefHal difcord th^^re* 

Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave ? 

Canfl thou defcend from converfe with the Ides 
And feize thy brother’s throat i*^For what— a dsd,. 

An inch of P The plamis cry, ** Foibear,” 

They chace our dotdsle darknefs j naturt^f gloom, jiqi 
A nd (kinder ftill 1 ) mt im^sBrnil night*^ 

And fee, amiaiile Mer fends 
Her inviladon, in the 
Of mitigated laftrej 

Which fufhrs from tyms|i^brotfaei%lii3e* 
l^tghi grants thee ihefrfi^aiomdf 
Nor rudely reprinmds thy Med 
With g^tn^ and Ihe bi^s th^ feolfe 
Bight opes the nobfeS 

Whhft 
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WHck gives tbofe vener^Me fceaes foil weight, 

And deep reception^ in th* intenderM heart ; 

While light peeps through the darlcnefs^ like a (py j 
And darkness foews its grandeur by the light. 

Nor is the profit greater than the 

If human hearts at glorious ofajedls gIow> 73 ^ 

And admiration can infpire delight. 

What fpeak I more> than 1 , This moment, feel j 
With pleahng ftupor firf the foul is fouck 
(Stupor ordained to make her truly wife i ) 

Then into tranl^rt Parting from her trance, ^40 
With love,^ and admiration, how Ihe glows 1 
This gorgeous apparatus ! This difplay 1 
This oflentation of creative power 1 
This theatre 1 — what eye can take ii in I 

what divine enchantment was it rais’d, 745 

For minds of the firli magnitude to launch 
In endlefs fpecuktion>and adore ? 

fun by day, by night Ten thoufaud Hike : 

And light us deep into the Deity ; 

How boundlefe in magnificence and might ! 

O what a confiuence of ethereal fires. 

Form urns imnumbeni^d, down the Seep of heaven. 
Streams to a point, and centres in my fight 1 ' 

Nor tarries there ; I foei k at my 

My heart, ^ <moe, k hui3sibie%. and exalts ; 75.5^ 

Dap it in dull, and cal k k to the ftdes* 

Who fees it nnexaked"? #r unaw^d ^ 

Who feea apdcan kop wfost k feu ? 

MateiM of pnpup^uc# I 


InammatVf 
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Inanimate, all-animating ! y^Q 

Work worthy Hm made it I Worthy praife P 
All praife I praife than human ! nor deny*d 
Thy praife D/V/WZ— Bat thongh man, drown’d in ileep, 
With-holds his homage, not a/ffae 1 wake; 

Bright legions fwarm unfeen, and fing,, unheard 765: 
By mortal ear, the glorious ArcMteft, 

In This His uniYerfal temple hang 
With Inltres,- with innumeiabfe lights. 

That fhed religion onr the foul ; at once. 

The Temple, and the frmchert O how loud yyo 
It calls devotion 1 genuine giwthof night / 

Devotion I daughter of ailronomy ^ 

An unde^VQut aHronomer is mad*. 

True ; AH things Ipeak a God; hiit'‘in the fmail. 

Men trace out 'Him-, in great, feizes nmn ; 

Seizes, and elevales, and wraps, and fills 
With new in^niries, ^mid alfock^s new. 

Tell me, ye fbri! ye planets tell me, all 
Ye flarrM, ^nd planeted^ inhabitants ! ^ What is it I 
What are thefe fons of ? Say, ^ud arch, 7S01; 

(Within whofe azure palaces they dw^) 

Built with divine 1 ^in dydain 

Of limit bmlt 1 bu&^in ^e^tafle c^heaifTO T 
Vail conca^ve I ample doine l^waJL diou d^fignM 
A meet apartux^nt fos^ h — 7 % 

Not fo ; That 

T hy lofty jSnks,. and 4 fi|Spj^^ thy 
And ftreigkt^ ^ 

Arid makes an univerfe an Orr^^ 
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Btit when I drop mine eye, and look on man,. 790 
Thy right regain’d, thy grmideur is reftor’d, 

O Nature / wide flies off the expanding round. 

As when whole magazines, at once, are flr’d. 

The fmitten air is hollow’d by the blow j 

The vaft <Hfplofioa diflipates the clouds f 795 

Shock’d other’s billows daih the diflant ikies ; 

Thus (but far more) th’ ex:panding round flies off. 
And leaves a mighty void, a fpacious womb. 

Might teem with new creation ; re-inflam’d 
Thy luminaries triumph,, and affume 
Divinity themfelves.- Nor was it flrange. 

Matter high-wrought to fuch furprizing pomp. 

Such godlike glory, Hole the flyle of gods. 

From ages dark, obtufe, and ffeep’d in fej^e i 
For, fore, to fm/ii they truly are. divine; 

And half-abfolv’d idolatry from guilt ; 

Nay, turn’d it into virtue. Such it ^as 
In thofe, who put forth all they had of man 
Unlofl, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher ; 

But, weak ©firings, on planets perch’d; and thought 810 
What ms their highefl, mufl be their ador’d. 

But They how who could no higher mount t 
And are there, then, Lorenzo I Thofe, to whom 
Unfeen, and XJnesoflent, are the lame I 
And if iiKxm^#ienSb}e k Join’d, % 815 

Who dare prcmounee it mad to w f 
Why haa the ndg|ty Bt^er thrown a&ie 
Ail meafure in work j but B 5 s line 

So ffur, mi %re^ o’er tte whcfc ^ 

The^- 


800 
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'Then (as He took delight in wide extremes), S20 
Beep in the bofom of His tiniverfe, 

Bropt down that rm/ming mite, that infe6:, man^ 

'To crawl, and gaae, and wonder at the fcene 
That man .might ne’er prefume to plead amazement 
Tor dijfhelief of wonders in himfdf. .825 

Shall God be kfs miraculous, than what 
His hand has form’d ? Shad defcend 

‘Brom.un-myjierkus f Things more elevate;. 

Be more familiar ? Uncreated lie 

{More obvious than Created, to the grafp 830 

Of human thought ? The-^more of wonderful 

Is heard in Hms .the we fliould afient. 

Could we conceive God He could not be^ 

Or He not God, or mte could not be men, 

A God alone can comprehend a God^ ,855 

Man^s diilance hmv Immenfc I On/mk a theme. 

Know this, Lorenzo ! (feem it ne’er drange) 
Nothing zzn/msfy, l^t what cmfmmds } 

Nothing, hut is irm , . , 

The fcene thouieefc, J .lijng# 

And every 

Thde iars^ this ihmhmne# this oc^ hestvec^ 


Tite grand of nature is A’ 

In ree^m^s cWt, lo 
How my init^ 

The moral em^nati^ M Me^, 

Whilo nought, lefc admxeea I 
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tKe Great Sovereign fent ten thoufand worlds S51& 
To tell us. He reiides idKJve them All, 

In glory’s imapproachaye recefs ? 

And dare earths bold nibabitai^s deny 
The Irnnpmous, tbe magniEc embady 
A momenfs audience? Turn we, nor will bear S55 
From whom come, or what they would impart 
For man’s emolument ^ £<de caufe that loops 
Their graiwdeut to man’s eye ? Lorenao I rouie; 

Let thought, awaken’4 take the lightning’s wing. 
And glance from eal to weft, from pole to pole. 860 
Who fees, but is tronfotmtkd, or convinc’d ? 
•Eenounces or a God adores ? 

Mankind was fent into tke wotrld to Jk : 

Sight gives the Science needful .to their peaces 
That obvious fdenoe aiks Jmmll Jeammg’s aid. 

Would! thou ©n metaphylc pinions foar ? 

Or wound tky pamencie amid logic thorns i 
Or travel hiftory’s enormous roand ? 

Nature no fuch hai4 iii§oiiis t ^ssm 
A make to man *d^e<ifit»e <£ Ms thougltt ; ;8yo 

A make fetiap^i;, pMaing to dae fcrs. 

As who &y, ^ Raa4 thy cMe^ lefesi 

Too late to read ^s of feeavw* 

When like a ^ratik updgr 

il Iblds LoMito’s ii^km : 

Leffon how varMiBsi Jic^ Ae- Ood 
1 fee 

dn radiant orders 
Of vari(ieea4o^e% dfiaasrioii^ 
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In heavenly liveries, ,clad, gg0 

A^ure, green, purf^e, pearl, or <knvny gold. 

Or all tommix’d s tliey fl^nd, widi wings outipread, 
Liilenbg to catch die Mate's kail command. 

And fly through Nature, ere the moment ends ; 


Nutnbers innumerable !— .-Well conceiv’d S83 

By FagaUf and by Chrtfiim / O’er each fphere 
Prefides an angel, to direO: ks cotirfe, 

^nd feed, -or fan, its danres ; or to difcharge 
Other High tmts nnknowa. JFor who can fee 
Such pomp of m^ter, and imagine, M$nd^ 8po 

For which alone Inanima-te was made. 

More fparingly dk^ns’d ? That noMer fon. 

Far iiker the great Sire !~’Tis dios the Sdes 
Inform us of fupeiiors numberkfs. 

As much, in E^^ec^ence^ above mankind, 

As above Eart^, in Magnkmieg the 
The/e, as a cloud of wimtfte, hang o^er us ^ 

In a throngM thearta:^ are M mr deeds ; 

Perhaps, a thotdand demfigods tebend 
On every beam we fee, to walk with men. 

Aweful reBe®0a I StrOig Irohi 2 ! ! 

Yet, here^ mr vkttPe feds Klfemger ilSt 
From thefe etheresfcl gloiids ^^Tm^eys, 

Something, Ske magic, ‘^r&es this blue vault j 
Jflii juft attemmislt 
A fudden fuexsife, ; 

Nature herfeif^does Mf 


S^, rivers, 

The prc^wii 
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Of fubterranean, excavated grots, 910 

Black brow’d, and vaulted high, and yawning wide 
Prom Natur&^j lirndure, or the fcoop of T me ^ 

If ample of dimenfion, vaft of fize, 

Ev’n ^hefe an aggrandizing impulfe give ; 

Of folemn thought enthufiaftic heights 915 

Ev’n 1‘hefe infufe. — But what of vaft in Thefe P 
Nothing ; — or we muJI own the ffeies Porgot. 

Much lefs in Jrt /— Yain Art / Thou pigmy power i 
How doll thou fwell and ftrut, with human pride, 

To fhew thy littlenefsJ What cMdHh toys, gzo 
Thy watery columns iquirted to the clouds ! 

Thy bafon’d rivers, and imprifon’d Peas 1 
Thy mountains moulded into .forms of men ! 

Thy hundred-gated Capitals / or Thofe 

Where three d^s travel left jus much to ride; 925 

Gazing on miracles by mortals wrought. 

Arches triumphal, theatres immenfe> 

Or nodding Gardens pendent in mid-air ! 

Or T mpks proud to meet their Gods half-way I 
Yet The/e aife^l us in no common kind. 9j© 

What then, the force of fuchfuperior fcenes,? 

Enter a temple, will ferike an awe ; 

What awe from This the Deity has builti 
A Good Man though fifent, counfel gives: 

The touch’d Q)e&»tor wilhes to be wife : 935 

In a bright mirror His own hands have made. 

Here we fee ibjnething like the face of God. 

Seems it pot .then .eimugh, to fey, Lorenzo ! 

To man abandon’d, Baft thou /sen the JkksP^ 


And 
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And yet, fo thwarted nature’s kind defign 94.0 
By daring man, he makes her facred awe 
(That guard from ill) his ihelter, his temptadon 
To more than common guilt, and quite inverts 
Celeftial art’s intent. The trembling liars 
See crimes gigandc, balking through the gloom 945 
With front ere£i, that hide their head by day. 

And making night bill darker by their deeds. 
Slumbering in covert, till the lhades defcend. 

Rapine and Murder 9 link’d, now prowl for prey. 

The mifer earths his treafure; and the thiefi 950 
Watching the mole, half-beggars him ere mom. 

Now Plots, and foul Conjpirades, awake ; 

And, mulRing up their horrors from the moon, 

Havock and devaftadon they prepare. 

And kingdoms tottering in the held of blood. 955 

Now fons of riot in mid-revel rage. 

What biall } do ? — Supprefs it ? or proclaim ?— 

Why Jleeps the thunder ? Now, Lorenzo I now. 

His beb friend’s couth the rank adulterer 

Afcends fecure ; ^d laughs at gods and men. pdo 

Prepoberous madmen, void of fear or fhame. 

Lay their crimes bare to thefe chabe eyes of heaven ? 
Yet ihrink, land ftmdder, at a jmtfftal’s bght* 

Were moon, and bars, for villmns mdy made I 

yet fcrem th^, with te^klons %htl 9%* 
flo; they were made to fa&bn the fublime 
Of human h^its, and ^mfir make the , 

Thofe ends were anfite’d when Ksr’d 
Of ftronger wing, ^ aquIEne 3iR?ent 


Tni,, JATL 
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Ba tiieory fubiime, O kow unlike ^70 

Thofe vermin of the nigiit, tkis moment fung, 

Who crawl on Earth, and, on her venom feed I 
Thofe andent fages^ Human Hars I They met 
Their brothers of the Shes, at midnight hour ; 

Their counfel aik’d ; and^, what they afk’d^ obeyed. 975 
The Stagirite, and Plato, He who drank 
The poilbn’d bowl, and He of Tufculum, 

With him of Corduba (immortal names 1 ) 

In thefe unbounded, and Elyfian, walks. 

An area fit for Gods, and GodEke men. 9S0 

They took their nightly round, through radiant paths 
By Seraphs trod ; iniirudled, chiefly, thus. 

To tread in Their bright footlleps h^re belpw ; 

To, walk i]| worth fidi brighter than the ikies. 

they cent railed their contempt of Earthy 9S5 
Of hope? eternal kindled, The 7 *e, the firej 
7 'here, as in near approach, they glow’d, and grew 
(Great vifitan.ts 1 ) more intimate with God, 

More worth to Men, more joyous to Themfelves, 
Through 'varhus Virtuzs, they, with ardour, ran 990 
Th^ Ztidiac of their leamM, iHultrious Eves. 

In Chri^im, heattSj O for a Fagan zeal I 
A needfuk afprahrious prayer I aa much 
Owr 4%dmr ttfs, as Greater is our Lighu 
HowmonfirOJ^TI|xsiAM<r^^J'*^ Scarce more llrange^gj 
Would t]u% h nature jflrike, 

thM her^ 4 wujrm^d. 

What taught thefe^ hemes 'bf die moral world ? 

'I'o thefe thou giv’il: thy Fraifi, give Credit too. 


Thefe 
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TfeefedcnEIors ne’er were penfion’dto deceive thee; iooo 
And Pagan tutors Ere thj tafte. — They taught, 

^hat^ narrcw views betray to mifery : 

That, wife it is to comprehend the whole : 

Thai, Virtue, rofe from Nature, ponder’d well. 

The fmgle bale of Virtue built to heaven : ttx>5 

T/Mt God, and Nature, our attention claim : 

That, Nature is the glafs refledling God, 

As, by the ^ea, refiedled is the Bun, 

Too glorious to be gaz’d on in Ms fphere : 

That, Mhd immortal loxQs immortal ^imt loio 
That, b&undkfs Mind affects a houndlfjs Space : 

That vafl furveys, and the fublime of things. 

The foul alTimilate, and make her gxizx : 

That, therefore, heaven her glories, as a fund 
Of infpiradon, thus fpreads out to mam 1015 

Stub are their dodrines; fuch the Night infpir’d. 

And what more true ? What truth of greater weight ? 
The foul of man was made to walk the ikies 5 
Delightful outlet of her ptifon Here / 

There, difincumber’d from her chains, the ties 1020 
Of toys terreilrial, Ihe canxove at large. 

There, freely can refpire, dilate, extend. 

In full proportion; let loofe all her powers; 

And, undeluded, grafp at fomething great. 

J^or,r as a llranger, does ilie wander there ; 1025 

But, wonderful herfclf, through wonder ftrays ; 
Contemplatisg grandeur, finds her mjun ; 

Dives deep in their ^economy divine, 
dits high in judgment on their various laws. 
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And, like a mafter, judges not amifs. 1030 

Hence greatly pleas’d, and juMy proud, the foul 
Grows confcious of her birth celelHal ; breathes 
More life, more vigour, in her native air ; 

And feels herfelf at home amongft the Hars ; 

And, feeling, emulates our country’s praife. 1035 
What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo ? — ^ 

As Earth the body, fince, the Shes fufiain. 

The foul wdth food, that gives immortal life, 

Cali if. The noble pafture of the ; 

Which there ‘expatiates, Hrengthens, and exults, 104© 
And riots through the luxuries of thought. 

Call it. The Garden of the Deity, 

Blofibm’d with liars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambrofial ; moral fruit to man. 

Call it. The breali-plate of the true High-prieft, 1045 
Ardent with gems oracular, that give. 

In points of higheli moment, right refponfe ^ 

And ill neglefied, if we prize our peace. 

Thus, have we found a true aftrology ; 

Thus have we found a new, and noble fenfe, 105© 
In which alone liars govern human fates. 

O that the hors (as Ibme have feign’d) let fall 
Bloodlhed, and havock, on embattled realms. 

And refcued Monatehs fromfb black a guilt d 
Bourbon I tins wilh how generous in a foe-! 

Wouldii thou be great, wouldfi thou become aGod> 
And iHck thy deatMefs name among the fiars. 

For mighty conquefis cm a needle’s point ? 

Iniiead of forging chains for /orM^ners, 

Bafiih 
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Basils tliy utor : Grandeur all thy aim I loSo 

As yet thou know’fl not what it is : how g;reai:^ 

How glorious, appears the M/W of man. 

When in it all the liars, and planets, roll I 
And what it feems^ it u : Gt'eat objects make 
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge ; 1065 

Thoje Itiil more Godlike, as Thefe more divine. 

And mare divine than Theje^ thou canll not fee. 
Dazzled, o’er-power’d, with the delicious draught 
Of mifcellaneous fplendors, how 1 reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate, without end I 1070 
An Eden, this ! a Paradife mlojt ! 

I meet the Deity in every view. 

And tremble at my nakednefs before him I 
O that I could but reach xkc Tree of Life I 
For Here it grows, unguarded from our take; 107J 
No Flaming Z-word denies our entrance Here 5 
Would man but gather, he might h^e for e'ver*^ 
Lorenzo ! much of Moral haO: thou leen. 

Of curious arts art thou more fond i Then mark 
The Mathematic glories of the fides, loSa 

in number, weight, and meafure, all ordainM. 
Eorenzo^s boaded builders. Chance, and Fate, 

Are left to finiih his aerial towers ; 

Wi/dommi Choke, their weH-known charadler^ 

JHere deep imprefs ; and claim it for their own. loSj 
Though fplendid all, no.lplendor void of ufe ; 

V/e rivals Beauty ; Art contends with Firwen 
No wanton wake, amid efiife expence ; 

The great Oeconomik adjuring all 
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To prudent pomp, magnilicently wife. 1090 

How rich the profpedl I and for ever new ! 

And ne-wejt to the man that views it mojj: \ 

For newer iliil in infinite fncceeds. 

Then, thefe aerial racers, O how fwift ! 

How the fhaft loiters from the ftrongell firing I 1095, 
spirit alone can diftance the career. 

Orb above orb afcending without end I 
Circle in circle, without end, incbs^H I 
Wheel, within Wheel; Ezekiel I like to thinei!' 

Like thine, it feems a vifion or a dream ; 1100 

Though feeth we labour to believe it tt'ue I 
What involution I what extent I what fwarms 
Of worlds, that laugh at Earth / immenfely great I 
Immenfely diHant from each other’s fphercs I 
What, then^ the wondrous Space through, which they 
roll ? 1105 

At once it quite ingulphs all human thought ; 

’Tis comprehenEon’s abfolute defeat* 

Nor think thou feeft a wild diforder here; 

Through this iliuErious chaos to the fight. 
Arrangement neat, andchalleft order, reign. i^lio 
The path preferib’d, inviolably kept. 

Upbraids the lawlefs failles of mankind. 

Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; 

What knots are ty’dl How foon are they diEblv’d;, 
And fet the feeming marry ’d planets free ! 1115 

They rove for ever, without error rove; 

ConfuEon unconfus’d I nor kfs admire 
l‘Ms tumult untumultuous; all on wing I 
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In motion, all I yet what profound repofe I 

V/hat fervid afcion, yet no noife ! as aw'd 112a 

To filence, by the prefence of their Lord; 

Or kolh^d by His command, in love to matt. 

And bid let fall foft beams on human red, 

ReiHefs themfelves. On yon coeialean plain. 

In exultation to TLsir God, and Thnwy. 1125 

They dance, they img eternal jubilee. 

Eternal celebration of Hts praife. 

But, linee their ^ong arrives not at our ear. 

Their Hance perplex'd exhibits to the fight 
Fair Hieroglyphic of Ri$ peerlefs power- 
Mark,, how the Lahyrinthian turns they take. 

The circles intricate, and myftie maze. 

Weave the grand cypher of Omnipotence 5 
To Gods, how great ! how legible to Mm ! 

Leaves fo much wonder greater wonder fiill ? 1135 
Where are the pillars that fupport the Ikies ? 

What more than Atlantean fhoulder props 

Th’ incumbent load ? what magic, what ftrange art. 

In fluid air thefe ponderous orbs fkflains I 

Who would not think them hung in gdden chmns 

And fo they are ; in the high will of heaven,. 

Which fixes all ; makes adamant of air. 

Or air of adamant; makes ail of nought. 

Or nought of all; if fuch the dread decree. 

Imagine from their dedp foundations torh 
The mot gigantic imts of earth, the broad 
And towering Alp^, al tot mto the fea:; 

And> light as down, or voktie as air. 
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Their bulks enormous, dancing on the waves, 
in time, and meafure, exquifite ; whole all 
The winds, in emulation of the fpheres. 

Tune their fonorous inibrunients aloft ; 

The concert fwell, and animate the ball. 

Would this appear amazing ? What, then, worlds. 

In a far thinner element fuliain’d, . 

And acting the fame part, with greater Hdll, 

More rapid movement, and for noblell ? 

More obvious ends to pafs, are not thefe Hars 
The feats majelHc, proud imperial thrones. 

On which angelic delegates of heaven, 3 360 

At certain periods, as the Sovereign nods, 

Difcharge high trufts of Vengeance^ or of 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand deiign, 

And ad:s moll folemn more folemnize i 
Ye Citizens of air I what ardent thanks, 

What full eifufion of the grateful heart, 

Js due from man indulg’d in fuch a light 1 

A fight fo noble I and a fight fo kind I 

It drops truths at every ?je>w furvey I 

Feels not Lorenzo fomething fiir within, i lyo 

That fweeps away all period ? As thefe fpheres 

Mea/ure duration, they no lefs infpire 

The Godlike hope of ages without end. 

The boundlefs Space^ through which thefe rovers take 
Their refiiefs roam, fuggefis the filler thought 1175 
Of boundlefs Tme. Thus, by kind NtUure^s Ikill, 

To man unTabour’d, that important guefi. 

Eternity, finds entrance at the Sight : 


And 
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And an Eternity^ for man ordainM, 

Or thefe his defin’d midnight connfellors^ l l8c> 
The Btars^ had never whifperM it to man. 

Nature informs^ but ne^er mfults, her fons. 

Could Ihe then kindle the moH ardent wilh 
To difappoint it ? — That is blafphem7. 

Thus, of thy creed a fecond article, 

Momentous, as the exigence of a God, 

Is found' (as I conceive) where rarely fought; 

And tlmu may’ll read thy. Boul immortah Here. 

Here, then, Lorenzo I on rhefe glories dwell ; 

Nor want the guilt, illuminated, roof i igo 

That calls the wretched Gay to dark delights. 
AJJe7nhhes ? — Tins is one divinely bright ; 

Herey unendanger’d in health, wealth, or fame. 
Range through the faireH, and the Sultan fcom. 

wife as li'hoih no Crefient holds fo fair, I 

As that, which on his tuibant awes a world ; 

And thinks the Moon is proud to copy him. 

Look on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 

A mind fuperior to the charms of Po^wer, 

Thou mufiied in delulions of this life ! 1200 

Can yonder Moon turn ocean in liis bed. 

From lide to fide, in confiant ebb and How, 

And purify from fiench hb watery realms ? 

And fails her moral influence ? wants fhe power 
To turn Lorenzo’s fiubbom tide of thought 1205 
From fiagnating on EanFs infe^led ihore. 

And purge from nuifance Ms corrupted heart ? 

Fails her attra^cm when it draws to heaven I 
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Hay, and to what thou valueid more, EartPs joy ! 
Minds elevate, and panting for Vnfemi izi<x 

And defecate from Se^Je» alone obtain 
Full reliih of exigence un-deHowerM, 

The Life of life, the Zeft of worldly blifs : 

All elfe on earth amounts— to what ? To Ths : 

Bad to be Suffered ; blefiings to be Lift 1215 
Earth’s richeft inventory boalb no more* 

Of higher fcenes be, then, the caH obey’d* 

O let me gaze ! — Of gazing there’s no end. 

O let me think 1 — Thought too is wHder’d here . ; 

In mid-way flight imagination tires j 1220 

Yet foon re-prunes her wing to foar anew. 

Her point unable to forbear, or gain ; 

So great the pleafure,, fo profound the plan I 
A banquet, this, where men and angels meet. 

Eat the fame Manna, mingle earth and heaven. 1225 
How diftant fome of thefe nodlurnal funs ! 

So diiiant (fays the iage), ’t were not abfurd 
To doubt, if beams, fet out at Nature* s birth. 

Are yet arriv’d at this fo foreign world ; 

Though nothing half fo rapid as their flight. 125a 
An eye of awe and wonder let me roll. 

And roll for e-ver ; who can fadate fight 
In fuch a fcene ? in fuch an ocean wide 
Gf deep adonifhment ? where depth, height, breadth. 
Are loft in their extremes; and where to count 1235; 
The thick-fown glories in this field of fire. 

Perhaps a ^erapb^s computadba fails- 

Now, go, Jmidtmn. / feoai: thy,lKmixiyef3 might 
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In conqueil o’er the tenth part of a grain* 

And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles. 

To give his tottering faith a folid bafe, 

Why call for lefs than is already thine ? 

Thou art no novice in theology ; 

What is a Miracle ’Tis a reproach,, 

*Tis an implicit fatire, on mankind ^ 

And while it faiisfies^ it cmjures too. 

To common fenfe, great Nature^ conrfe proclaims 
A Deity : when mankind falls alleep,. 

A Miracle is fent, as an alarm ; 

To wake the world, and prove Him o’er, again, 1250 
By recent argument, but not more ftrmg. 

Say, which imports more plenitude of power. 

Or nature^'s laws to jixy or to repeal t 
To make a fun, or flop his mid career ? 

To countermand Ids orders,, and fend back ^255; 
The Saming courier to the frighted Eafty. 

Warm’d, and aftoniih’d, at his evening ray I 
Or bid the Mmny as with her journey tir’d,, 

In Ajalon’s foft, iowery vale repofe ? 

Great things are thefe; ilill greater, to create^ ladoi 
From Adam’s bower look <krwn through the whole train*. 
Of miracles ;-^refiiiers is thek power f 
They do not, cm not, more amaze the mind,. 

Than this, called mi-miraculous ikrvey. 

If duly weigh’d, if ratimdly £em, 

If feen with human eyes* The BrutMy indeed. 

Sees nought but Spcmgks hsere % the F&dy, no more* 
Say’li: thou, courihof §m^ms aH;?’’ 
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The Cour/e of Nature is the Jrt of God, 

The miracles thou calPH for, Tks attefl ; i-zjo 
For fay, could Nature Nature^ s courle control ? 

But, miracles apart, whofe fees him not. 

Nature'^ s Controller, Author, Guide, and End I 
Who turns his eye on Nature^ s midnight face. 

But muH inquire — What hand behind the fcene, izyj 
w What arm Almighty, put thefe wheeling globes 
In motion, and wound up the vad machine ? 

"Who rounded in his palm thefe fpacious orbs ? 

Who bow’d them flaming through the dark profound. 
Numerous as glittering gems of morningnievv, isSo 
Or fparks from populous cities in a blaze. 

And fet the bofom of Old Night on fire ? 

Peopled her defert, and made horror fmile 
Or, if the military flyle delights thee,. 

^For ftars have fought their battles, leagu’d with man)' 
Who marlhals this bright hofl;? enrolls their names i 
Appoints their pofl, their marches, and returns 
Pundual at flated periods ? who dilbands 
" Thefe veteran troops, their final duty done,^ 

If e’er difbanded ?”*— He, whofe potent word, la^o 
Like the loud trumpet levy’d firll: their powers 
In Night^s inglorious? empire,, where they flept 
In beds of darknefs : arm’d them with fierce fiame% 
Arrang’d, smd difiiplinM, and cloath’d in gold ; 

And call’d them out of Chaas to the field, 1.295 

Where now they war with Fic^ and Vnheliefm, 

O let us join this army I joining thefe* 

Win give us hearts intre|fid,. at that how. 


When 
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When brighter flames fhall cut a darker night ; 

When thefe ftrong demonftrations of a God 1300 
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their {pbere?^ 
And one etema/ curtain coverall! 

Struck at that thought, as new awaked, I lift 
A more enlighten’d eye, and read the liars 
To man IHll more propidous ; and their aid -^305 
{Though guiltlefs of idolatry) implore; 

Nor longer rob them of their nobiefl name- 
O ye Di'viders of my fime I Ye bright 
Accomptants of my days, and months, and years. 

In your fair Kalendar didindlly mark’d 1 1310 

Since that authentic, radiant regiller. 

Though man infpeds it notv Hands good againHhim; 
Since Tou, and years, roil on, though man Hands Hill; 
Teach me my days to number, and apply 
My trembling heart to Wi/dem ; now beyond -13 15 
All lhadow of excufe for fooling on. 

Age fmooths our path to prudence; fweeps aHde 
The fnares keen Appetite^ and palHon ipread 
To catch Hraj fouls ; and woe to that grey head, 
Whofe Folly would undo what Ag£ has done ! 132^? 

Aid then, aid, all ye Hars I— Much rather. Thou, 
Great Artift 1 Thou, whofe finger fet aright 
This exquifite Machine^ with all its Wheels^ 

Though intervolv’d, exail^ and pointing out 
Life’s rapid and itreTOcable flight, 

With fuck an I/xdex fair as none can mii^ 

Who lifts an eye, 3^ Seeps tSi it is dos’d. 

Open mm eye, dread ! to read 
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The tacit do^iriae of thy works; to fee 

Things as they urs, un-alterM through the gkfs rjjo 

Of woridiy wifhes. Ttm^» Eternity ! 

(’Tis thefe, .mif-meafur’A ruin all mankind) 

Set them before me ; let me ky them both 
In equal fcale, and learn their various weight. 

Let ^ime appear a Momenta as it is^ 1355 

And let Eternitfs full orb, at once, 

T urn on my foul, and ilrike it into heaven. 

When fhail I fee far more than charms me nov? ? 

<Gaze on creation^s model in bread 
•Xlnvcii’d, nor wonder at the tranfcript more ? 1340 

'When this vile, foreign, daft, which fmothers all 
That travel EartPs deep vale, ihall I fhake off? 

When fhali my foul her incarnation quit. 

And, re-adopted to thy bled embiace. 

Obtain her in Thee ? ^345 

Doft think, Lorenzo, this is wandering wide ? 

No, ’tis direfHy driking at the mark ; 

To wake thy dead de^-votion * was my point ; 

And how I blefs nighfs coniecrating lhades. 

Which to a temple turn an uni^er/e.\ 

Pill us with great ideas, ifull of heaven. 

And antidote the pelKIential earth ! 

In every dorm, that either frowns, or falls. 

What an afylum has the'feul in prayer I 
And what a fane is ihh^ in which to pray 1 
And what a God muff dweH in fuch a dine I 
O what a genius jnud iufb’im the Ikies ! 
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A.nd is Lorenzo’s falamander heart 

Cold, and nntouch’d, amid theie facred fires ? 

O ye nodurnal fparks 1 ye glowing embers, 1^6^ 
On heaven’s broad hearth ! whoburn,orbarnnomore. 
Who blaze, or die, as Great Jehovah’s breath 
Or blows yon, or forbears : affifi: my fong; 

Pour your whole inHuence ; exorcife his heart. 

So long poiTefl; and bring him back to 1365 

And is Lorenzo a demurrer f 
Fnde in thy parts provokes thee to contefl 
S^ruthsy which, conteiled, put thy faris to fhame. 

Nor fhame they more Lorenzo’s bea^ than bean, 

A faithlefs heart, how defpkably fmall I 1370 

Too iireight, ought great, or generous, to receive I 
Pill’d with an atom ! fill’d, and foul’d, with Self/ 
And felf-miHaken ! lelf, that lafts an hour ! 

> , InftinBs and pafftms, of the nobler kind. 

Lie fulFocated there; or alone, r37j; 

Reafon apart, would wake high hope ; and open. 

To ravilh’d thought, that intelhBual Iphere, 

Where, nrder, ^ifdam, gaodm/s, providence. 

Their endlefs miracles of love difplay. 

And promife all the truly-great d^e. 

The mind that would be happy, mull be gree^ ; 

Great, in its mijhes 5 great, in its /urvejs* 

Extended views a narrow n^d extend; 

Pulh out its corrugate, expan£ve m^e, 

WWch, ere long, morn than p^ets iiall embrace* 1 3S5 
A man of cmpa/s makes a mjan of merfk ; 

Divine contemplate, and become dimm. 
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As man was made for glory, and for blifs, 

A .11 littlenefs is in approacb to woe ; 

Open thy bofom, fet thy wiihes wide, ^390 

And let in manhood ; let in happtnejs ; 

Admit the-boundlefs theatre of thought 
From nothing, up to God ; which makes a ma7i* 

Take God from nature^ nothing great is left ; 

Man’s mind is in a pit, and nothing fees ; — 

Man’s heart is in a jakes, and loves the mire. 

Emerge from thy profound ; ered thine eye ; \ 

See thy diErefs ! how clofe art thou beixeg’d ! 

Befieg’d by naturoy the proud fceptic’s foe I 
Inclos’d by thefe.innummerable worlds, ^ 1400 

Sparkling convidion on the darkell mind. 

As in a golden net of Providence. 

How art thou caught, fure captive of belief 1 
From this thy bled capdvity, what art. 

What blafphemy to reafon, fets thee free I 1405 
This fcene is heaven’s indulgent violence : 

Canft thou bear up againft this tide of glory ? 

What is earth bofom’d in thefe ambient orbs. 

But, faith in God impos’d, -and prefs’d on man ? 
Par’ll thou IHll litigate thy defperate cau/s^ 1410 
Spite of thefe numerous, awfuj, 

And doubt the depofition of the Ikies.? 

O how laborious is thy way to ruin ! 

Laborious I ’tis zmpraBkahk quite ; 

To fink b^ond zJemk, m this debate, 141 5 

With all his weight of and of will. 

And Clime fiagitious, I deiy a fool. . 
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Boms wifh they didy hat m man diJhiUemes^ 

God is a Spirit^ Spirit cannot iliike 
Thefe grofs, material organs ; God by man 
As muck is feen, as ma^^ a God can fee. 

In thefe ailonifhing exploits of power. 

What order, beauty, motion, dilknce, fize I 
Concertion of defign, how exquMte ! 

Mow complicate, in their divine police ! 

Apt means I great ends I confent to general good 1 - 
Each attribute of thefe material gods. 

So long (and that with fpecious pleas) ador’d, 

A feparate conquelt gains o^er rebel thought; 

And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 

Lorenzo I this may feem harangue to thee ; 

Such ail is apt to feem, that thwarts our will 
And doH thou, then, demand a fimple proof 
Of this great mailer moral of the ikies, 

UnIkillM, or dif-inclin’d, to read it there ? 

Since ’ds the baiis, and all drops without it. 

Take it, in one compadl, unbroken chain. 

Such proof infills on an attentive ear ; 

^Fwil not make one amid a mob of thoughts. 

And, for thy notice, llruggle with the world. 

Retire^ — the mimrld ihut out-;— thy thoughts cal 
airy wing reprefs;^— [home;— 

Lpck up thy fenfes % — ^let no pq^on fiir 
Wake aE to ree^n let her reign alone ; 

in thy deep filence, and the depth 1445 
Of nature* s filence, miAiight, thus inqmre. 

As 1 have done ; and fiiai inquire no more* 

VoL. LXfl 
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In nature’s channel, thus the queHicns run. 

** What am I ? and &om ^jjh&nce I nothing know;, 
]^Ut that I 4 m 7 and, fince I am^ conclude 'I4SG^ 
Something eternal** had there e’er been naughty 
Nought IHII had been : sternal there mufi be.— 

But '^hat eternal ?-«^Why not human race P 
** And Adam’s anceftors without an end I — 

« That’s hard $o be eonceiv^’d; fince e’eery link 1455 
Of that long-uhaih’d fujcceiSon is ib irail ; ^ 

Can every ^ari and not the ^heb P 

Yet gr^nt it true ; nem dificifities rife ; 

« I’m fiil^ qmte al fea; nor fee the feere. 

^ Whena^ mrth aad thefe bright orhs P-^Mtermdt^o ? 
« Grant fmWf waa eternal ; Sis thefe otth 
« Would want feme other fether ji-^imich defign 
** Is ieen in aE thek mmons, all their makes ^ 

Dejign implies intdhgencey and art ; 

can’t be ftoim tketafdves — or man ; that art 1465 . 
Man fcai^e can qomprehend, could man befiow } 
And nothing grea^^ yet allow’d than man.^ 

Who, motion^ to the fe^lefi grain* 

Shot through Yaft mafihs of enormous weight I 
’^ho bid hru^ ma^ds ^e^ve lump a&me 1470 
Such wpkw forms, smd gave it wings to fiy I 
Ha^riititer /;?ad:/^ 2 iw^ 03 a,? th^aea<i^hatom, 
Aiferting ita 

** To dance, \f ftpm, an uiiverfe of dull.: 

mg^ «§^ 4 ' 5 hp 3 twteu^t it^©^gioffei|§,f9im^ 

And boun§^,i^tS;s a^d 

JEks matt^ , 

Judgmet^t^ 
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Judgment, and genius f is it deefyty learnt 
In mathematics Has it fram'd fuch laws, 

WMchbuttoguefs, a Newton made immortal? --1480 
If fo. bow each fage atom laugks at me. 

« Who tMnk a chd mferior to a smn i 
If art, to form ; and counfel, to eondufi ; 

« And that witk greater fer, than human Ikill ; 
Refides not in each block j — z, Godhead reigBs.-^l48 5 
Grant, then, invifible, eternal. Mind; 

That granted, all h folv’d — ^But, granting that. 
Draw I not o’er me a IHH darker cloud ^ 

Grant I not that which I can ne’er conceive ? 

« A being without origin, or end !— 1490 

Hail, human libert)i I There is no God-— 

«« Yet, why ? On either feheme that knot fubEfts j 
Subliit it ia God, or hmn&n race ; 

If in the lall, how many knots befide, 

Indifibluble all ? — ^Why chufe it there^ 149J 

Where, chofen, llill fubfiH ten thouiknd more ? 

** Rejed it, where, that chofen, ail the reE 
Difpers’d leave reafotds whole horizon clear ; 

This is not reafon’s didate ^ ree^on fays, 

Clofe with thefidewher)^ grain turns the fcale; 150a 

What vail prepoadernnoe is here I can rea&n 
With louder voice oxtirnm^MeUeme a God? 

And rsqfm heard, is the foie ma*k of mam 
^ What things mu^ mai^ think true, 

" Qn otket fyiem 1, and hx^ ftraag|5 1505 
" To dtJbeUemey through mere, credulity P* 

If, in this chain, finds no flaw. 
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Let it for ever bind Hm to^-hehef. 

And where the link, in which a flaw he finds ? 

And, if a God there is, that God how great 1 1510 

How great that power, whofe providential care 
Through thefe bright orbs^ dark centres darts a ray I 
Of 7 !ature-nniver{al threads the whole ] 

And hangs creation^ like a precious gem. 

Though little, on the footfiool of his throne 1 1515 

That little gem, how large ! a weight let fall 
From a fixt flar, in ages can it reach 
This difiant earth t Say, then, Lorenzo ! where. 
Where, ends tMs mighty building 1? Where, begin 
Thefubarbsof Creation? Where, the wall 1520 
Whofe battlements look o*er into the vale 
Of non-exifience ? Nothing’s ftrange abode I 
Say, at what point of {pace Jehovah dropp’d 
His ilacken’d Une^ and laid his balance by 5 
Weigh’d nxjorlds, and meafur’d infinite^ no 'more I 1525 
Where, .rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extra-mundane head ? and fays, to gods. 

In characters illufirious as ^ the fun, 

** I ftand, the plan’s proud period ; I pronounce 
The work accompiilh’d ; die creation clos’d : 1530 
Shout, all ye gods I nor fiiout ye gods alone ; 

« Of aE that Eves, or, if devoid of Efe, 

That relts, or roHs, ye heights, and depths^refound ! 
« Refound 1 refound \ ye depths,andheights,refound 1 ” 
tUaird are thofe j^uefticms j^AnEver harder fiill# 1535 
Is this the foJe exploit, the fingle birth. 

The Solitary fon of ptmer divine f 


Or 
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0 r lias th^ Almightj Father, with a breath, . 
Imi^^egnated the womb of diftant fj^ace t 
Has He not bid,’ in various provinces, 

Brother- Creations the dark bowels burll 
Of primseval ; barren, now, no more f 
And He the central fun, tranfpiercing all 
Thofe gimt^generathns, which dilport. 

And dance, as motes y in his meridian ray ; 

That ray withdrawn, benighted, or abforb’d. 

In that of horror^ whence they Ipning j 
While Chaos triumphs, repolTeft of alL 
Rival creation raviih’d from his throne ? 

Chaos I of nature both the womb, and gravel 
Think ’ft' thou my fcheme, Lorenzo, fpreads too widel 
Is this extravagant ? — No; this is jufiy 
Juft, in conjeSture, though- were falfe in faB^ 

If ’tis an error, 'tis an error Iprung 

From noble root, high thought of the Moft-High* 1555^ 

But wherefore error i who can prove it fuch 

He that can fet Omnipotence a bound. 

Can man conceive beyond what God cait do f 
Nothing, but quite impojihle i^ hard* 

Be &mmons into being, with like eafe,. r.560 

A whole creation^ and a fingle grains 
Speaks'he the word ? ^ thoufand worlds are born 1 
4 thoufand worlds ? there {pace for millions more 
And in what {pace can his g|:eat fiat fail- ? 

Condemn me not,, cold critic 1 but indulge 

The warm imagin&ttan z why condemn 

Why not indulge fuch. thoughts, aa fwell our hearts 
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With fuller ^irfration^of th^f powm 
Who gives oar hearts with flich high thoughts to fw-elL? 
Why not indulge in Hts augmented praife f 1570 
Barts not His glory a ftiil brighter ray> 

The lefs is left to Chaas, and the realms 
Of hideous night, where ftfmj ilrays aghaft f 
And, though tnofl talkati^§, makes no repm f 
Still ieemsmythought enormous ^ Think again; 1575 
Experience ’felf ihall aid thy lame belief- 
Glajfes (fhat reveladcm to the fight 1 ) 

Have they not led us in the deep difdoie 
- Of fine-ljpun naiure, ejsqmhtely /mail, 

though demnfir-ctied,, ^ill ill-cmcerd^ d ? 1580 

If th^, cm the reverfe* the mind wouM mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount ^too far. 

To keep the balance, and creation pcife f 
E>efe^ alone can ei*r on foch a theme ; 

What is too great, if we the caufe furmey > 1585 

Stupendous Archite<?l I Thou, Thou art all I 
My {bul dies up and down in thoughts of Thee, 

Apd finds herfelf but at the centre iHll ! 

X Am, thy name I exifience, aH thine emn / 

nothing ; fiatter*d much, if fiyFd 1590 
^he ihn, ike fieeiifig aivpcj^hert &f G&d** 

O iwf the vcace— ^ what f of whom ?^What wice 
Can anfweif to my wants, in fock afccst, 

Ats dares to deem one uaiverfe too fcaH f 

Tfi me, i (for mm fmcy glows, 1.595 

Jir^d m t{ie vomx of Almighty power) 

Js ids home creation, in im map 


Of 
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Of umverfal as a fp^cfe* 

Like fair Britaonia, it! mt littfe bffl j 
Exceeding fair, arid glririous, for its fize, t&M 

But, elfewliere,. hr out-meafur’d, far outfliojse I 
In fancy (for the fa^ beyond us Ees) 

Canil thou not figure an I/si almolt 
Too fmall for mtite, in !he vail of being ; 

Severed by mighty fcas of stt-Bmit ipace ifec^ 

From other realms ; from auriple tmtinsnts 
Of higher life, where nobkf natives dWeil 5. 

Lefs northern^ kfs remote frrim Derty^ 

Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme j* 

Where fouls in exceilerice make hade, put foftli, 1610 
Luxurian growths ; nor the late aatumri wait 
Of human worth, but ripen foon to grids f 
Y et why drown fancy in fuch depths as theie f 
Return, prefumptuous rover I and confefs 
The bounds of man nor bidme them, as too fma^. 

Enjoy we not full fcope in what is fiefs i 
Full ample the dominions of the (m I 
Full glorious^ to behold ! kjw far^ JiriW wife,. 

The matchlefs monarch,, from his ftaming tfemie,. 
LavHh of kfre, throwa beeulis^’ ajbte Ife© 

Farther, and faficr,* than a thcfiugibi da-fe fiy# 

And feeds his ptoets widi fitris i 
This Heliopcfei, by greater faiv 
•Than the proud tyraril of SlriV liflS # 

And Me alone, w&b imik It/ 

Beyond this why teyt hfei^ ^ 

One wta^fcrfu^^ 
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Om infinite I enough for man to range I 
One firntament, enough for man to read ! 

O what voluminous inllru<^tion here ! J630 

What page of wifdom is deny’d him ? None i 
If learning his chief leifon makes him wife. 

Nor is tnjirucikny here> our only gain 5 
There dwells a noble pathos in the Ikies, 

Which warms our palTions, profelytes our hearts. 1635: 
How eloquently fnines the glowing pole ! 

With what authority it gives its charge, 

Remonfixating great truths in Hyle fublime. 

Though fiient, loud I heard earth around j above 
The planets heard ; and not unheard in hell ; 1640 

jEff//’has her wonder, though too proud to praife. 

Is earthy then, more infernal } has {he thofe,. 

Who neither praift (Loremzo) nor admire 
Lorenzo’s admiration, pre-engag’d, 

Ne’er alk’d the moon one queilion ^ never held 1643 
Lead correfpondence vdth a fimgle dar f 
Ne’er rear’d an altar to the t^ueen of heaven 
Walking in brightnefs 5 or her train ador’d. 

Their fuUmary rivals have long dnce 
Engxofs’d Ms whole devotjbn ; ftars malign, 1650 
made th^ fond afirmomr run mad 
Harken Ms corrupt Ms heart 5 

Caufe l®" to"lacnfice Ms fame and peace 
To mt^eistar^mada^fe caE’ddeEgkt,. 

Idolater, mc^grofs. than ever kifs’d 

The Mipd.to or imnr’d oat 

The blood to Thou> to whom belcmgs 
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Ml facriSce ! O Thoa Great Jove nnfeign^dj 
Divine InftrtwEfcor I Thy firfi vohme> ikis^ 

For m4m*s perfual 5 aH in CapitMs ! 1660 

In mam and fiars (heaven's golden alphabet 1 ) 
Emblaz'd to feize the fight ; who runs, may read j 
Wh0 reads,, cm^ usfdeijland 'Tis imconfin'd 
To Chrifiian land, or Jewry 5 fairly writ^ 
fo language umverfal, to Mankind t 166^ 

A language, lofty to the leam'd : yet plam 
To thofi that feed the flock, or guide the plough. 

Or, from his hufk, flrike out the bounding grain. 

A language, worthy the Great Mind, that fjpeaks ! 
Preface, and comment, to the Jkcred page i 1670 

Which oft refers its reader to the fkies> 

As pre-fuppoflng his firfl leflbn there. 

And fcripture felf a fragment, that unread. 

Stupendous book of wifdomj to the wife ; 

Stupendous book \ and open'd. Night \ by Thee, ififj 
By Thee muchf open'd, I ccmfefs, O Night ! 

Yet tmre I wifk ^ hut how lhall I prevail p 
Say, gentle Night / whole modef, niai^^beaias 
Give m a new creation, and prefeitt 
The world's great pifture fb^en'd to ths %ht 5 ’ 

Nay, kmder far, far more indulgent 
Say, thouy vdiolh mild domimcm's filver kejr 
Unlocks our heTOlphere, mi fets- to ww* ' 

Worlds beyond aun^r I coasceaPd iy 4 ^ 

Bdmd the proud, and eUivi^ro fer td boosu ! 

Caaft thou draw a 
The lo 
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Thefe rtg&Ua pomponfly difplay'd 
To kindle that high hope ? Like Mm of 
I gaze around ; I fearch on every fide — 

0 for 2 glimpfe of Him my foul adores I 
As the chac’d hart> amid the defart wafte. 

Pants for the living Hream ; for him who made her,, 
So pants the thirfty fou 2 > amid the blank 
Of fublunary joys. Say, goddefs I where ? i6^ 

Where biaxes Hh bright court ? Where burns throne ? 

ThoU know’ii for thou art near Him i by round 
His grand pavilion, facrcd fame reports 
The fable curtain drawn. If not, can none 
pf thy fair daughter-train, fo fwift of wmg> 1700 
Who travel far, difcover where He dwells ? 

A ftar His dwelling pointed out belo-iw 
Ye Pleiades 1 Arflurus ! Mazarodi 1 
And thou, Orion ! of d:ill keener eye ! 

Say ye# who guide the wilder’d in the waves, 1705 
And bring them out of tempej^ into port I . 

On which hand mud I bend my courfe to find Him i 
Thefe courtiers keep the iecret of their King j 

1 wake whole nights, m tain, to deal it from them* 

^ I wake ; and, waking, ra^nt fcale, 1 7 1 © 

From fphere to fphere 5 the dcjps by nature fet 
For man^s afcent ; at osice to temp ansd j 
To temp his eye, and Ms thought ^ 

Till k arrbre^ al the Gt^ God 
^ la arden# rapid ear. 

From m foaar I fel out. 

How fwift I jt 
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I pafs Ae ; and, Scorn her faitiier fide. 

Fierce heaven’s Mae carcain ; ftrike into rmeU ^ 
Where, wiA Ms fifed tube, the fubtie iage 1720 
fjis artificial, airy journey takes, 

And to cekjiial lengthens human, fight. 

I paufe at every plmst on road. 

And zfk for Him wha gives their orbs to roll, 

Thdr forehfesds fer to IMne#. From Satarn’sring^ 1725 
In which, of earths m army might be lofi. 

With the bold ctmst, take mj bolder fiight,. 

Amid glories of the fidesa,^ 

Of independent, native ladre, |8roadj 
The foals of fyitoas I smd the lords of life, 

Through their wide empires l-^What behdd I n0w ? 
A wiidernefs of wonder burning round j 
Where lar^st' fms inhabit higher fpheres 5 
Perhaps Ae villas of defoeadbg gods ; 

Nor halt I here j my toil is but begun 
’Tis but the threlh|)ld of the Deity j 
Or, far beueath it> I am greyefing MIL 
Nor is it firange 5 i built m ahoaifeke ; 

Hifi grandeur on Ms woifc vAmmee folly fought 
Far aid, to lets Ms glory Mgher ; 174)©* 

Who built thus for uwms (mere worms to Bm\ 

O where, Lorensso I msaM: the BMldcr dwdl t 
Paufe, thfi93j; aad, fmt here 

If human tkmghl.can ks ftatismhere,. 
Whereamill — aitTjte^^ 

ffis bemt^ mhmi^ 
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To miney how fhort ! On natuse^s Alps I Hand, 

And fee a thoufand firmaments beneath ! 

A thoufand fyfiems \ as a thouland grains I 

So 7 mc^ a Hranger, and-fo lafe arrivM, 1756 

How can man^s curious fpirit not enquire. 

What are the natives of this world fublime. 

Of this fo foreign, nn-terrefirfal fphere. 

Where mortal, untranflatedi never flray’d ^ 1755 

O ye, as diftant from my little home. 

As fwiftefi: fun-beams in an age can fiy i 
Far from my native element I roam, 

« In queft of new,, and wonderful, to man. 

** What province This, of Mis immenfe d<miain, 1760 
** W^om all obeys ? or mortals here,^ or gods ? 

Ye borderers on the coafts of blifs i what are you.^ 
A colony from heaven ? Or, only raif d, 

.By frequent vilit from l^aven^s neighbouringrealms, 
** fecondary gods, and half divine ? — 1765. 

Whate’er your nature, t^is is paft difpute, 

** Far other life you Eve, far other tongue 

You talk, far other thought, perhaps, yon think. 
Than man. ^ How various are the works of God I 
^ Bat fay, thought ? is r^/z/$«here 5 nthron’d, 1770 
And^ abfolute ? or /0/i^ in arms agamft her ? 

^ Have you lights ? or need you m reveal* d ? 

^ Enjoy your happy realn^s their golden age ? 

« And had your Eden an abHemious Eve ? 

Omr Eve^s fair <iaughters prove their pedigree, 1775 
And aic their Adams-^* Wha <wmld mi he vjifs 
Or, if your mother fell^ are you. redeemed ? * 

^ And 
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« And if redeem’d — h your Redeemer /corned f 
Is This your final refidence ? if not, 

« Ciiangeyouyourfceiie,jfr^i*r/i2/f</.^ 1780 

« And if by dmth\ nubut death f — Know you difeafe ? 
Or horrid ^war ? — With war, this fatal hour, 
Europa, groans (fo call we a fmall field, 

« Where kings run mad.) In Our world, death deputes 
« Intemperance to do the work of Age ; 1785 

** And hanging up die quiv:er Nature gave him* 

As flotv of execution, for difpatch 
Sends forth Imperial butchers ; bids them flay 
« Their fiieep^(the filly fheep they fleec’d before). 
And tofs )fim twice ten thoufand at a meal. «I79C> 
« Sit zUjeur executioners on thrones ? 

« can rage for plunder make age / P 

** And hloodjbed walk out ev^y other fimni — 

« But Ymi, perhaps, can’t bleed : from matter grofs 
« Yoar Spirits cleap, ^ delicately dad 17^5 

« In fine.«%mn-^the^ jpriviieg’d to (bar, 

« Unloaded, how unlike 

" The lot of manJ HTow few of hantan race 
« By their own mud uunmrdar’d I .How we wage 
<* Self-war eternal 1 Is your painful day 1S0& 

« Of hardy confliA o’er ? Or, are you fffil 
« Raw candMates atTchool*? .And have you tk^ 

« Who (Hfaffed Reaterfims, . as with Us P 
But what are WeP You never heard of 
Or Eartb§ ^.Be£am of the univerfe ! 

^ Where Re^m (im-difeas’d with You) nms 
" And nurffis Fdfy^s children as her mum » 
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Fond of the fonleft. In the facred mount 
" Of Hohnefsj where reafon is pronounc’d 

Infidlihhi and thunders^ like a god; l8lo 

E»^n ihere^ by Saintsy the Daemons are outdone ; 
What Thife think wrong, our faints refine to right j 
And kindly teach dull hell *her own black arts ; 
Satan, infe*uQ:ed, d^er their marcds fmiles.'— 

But Thisy how Hrange to Yoo^ vriio know not Mm! 
« Hats the rumour of our race arriv’d J* 

** Call’d here Elijah in Ms Earning car ? 

** Paft by you the-^ood Enoch, on his road 
« To thofe fair fields, whence Ludfer was huri^d ; 
Who brttix *4 perhaps, your ^here in hrsdefcent, 182© 
Stain’d your pure cryftal Writer, cr.l^falf 
« A Ihort ac%fe from his portentosus 
01 that the fiend had.lc^*d on fixme fesoad orb 
« Athwart Ms way ; nor reached Ms prdent hom^ 
Then blacken’d Earth with fijotfieps fouFdin hel, 
« Nor wafh’d in Ocean^ as ftom Rome he pafir 
To BritMn’-a ifie ; tog, imy canfpicuoas , 

But this is all di%redlon r where is He, 

Th^ bte heaven?^ battlements' the fdbn hurl’d 
Ifb groans, andcihdnsuan<Marknefe?W!lereisHe, 

Who fees crearion’'s fimamk in e-traieJ* 

He, Whom, wHc m^ris JIfc, hecatrt butft^i:; 
And if he finds, connnews jjB^^ce than manf 
O for ar teMcope h& ths^mseuto-reachl' 
me, ye EmrthJ 

Ye fesrehiBg; yeNe^tcuikirangidrJ tfeS|: 

Where, yourC^r;^ 
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Thofe cm/cious SatelKte^ tliole Mmtmg^^arSf 
TirH-bom of Pdttf \ (mm central loye^ 

JBy veneration moft profound, thrown off ; 1 840 

By fweet attm^hi^ no {kmgly drawn ; 
jfw^dy and jot ; r^tuF*‘d^ jtt firms ; 

Pali thought iMnftrfous, but with borrow’d beams-; 

In foil appro^MCiking cirofos^ Ml remefts, 
j^ewolving round the fc’a eten:^ Sire ? I 

Or fent,. in lines dire^, on embafoea 
To nations — in what krffcade ?— Beyond 
Terreftrial thought’s horizon !— Ami on what 
High errands fent I — Here J^umm effbrt ends ; 

And foaves me Hill a llranger to Els throne. iSjO. 

Full well it might \ I quite mlHook my road* 

Born in an age more Carious than Devoat ; 

More fond to fix the flsbce of heaven, or helf. 

Than lludious thh to fiiun, or that focare. 

’Tit* Hot the curkusy but the Jdous path, 

That leads me to my pcant : Lorenzo I know. 

Without or Star^, for theh* gaide,^ 

Who worfoip <5odv fkaMfi^dimu IfUashh; 

And not proiHl RssfijSi feeeprtfte dooi? of heaven ; 
Lm^ finds admifown, where pro«d' 0 dmcs foils, 

Man’s fcience is the ciAure e# heart ; 

And not to lofe his pfumbet it Ae depths 
0( EaturSi or Ae mote pfofoand dt GcA 
J^her to knos^ h an atotapr Aat 
T^^fifeff ©b-w'lwel w44 Ae §xi. 

To (sxhomM^rni 

Pa§ doubt is ■ 
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Higher de^ees in blifs archangels take. 

As deeper learned ; the deepelt learning MI. 

Pop, what a thunder of Omnipotence 4870 

(So might J dare. to fpeak) is feen in All I 
In Man ! in Earth ! in more amazing Bkies ! 

Teaching this lelTon, Bride is loth to learn^ 

« Not deeply to difcemy not much to kmnjo^ 

** Mankind was bom to Wonder, and Adore/* 1875 
' And is there caufe for higher mander MI, 

Than that which ilrncfc us from our pafl furve^^ } 

Yes ; and. for deeper adoration too. 
r From my late airy travel unconfin*d. 

Have I leam’jd nothing ?— Yes, Lorenzo 1 This j 1880 
Eath of thefe Mrs is a religious houie ; . 

I faw their altars fmoke, their incenfe rile ; 

And heard Hofannas ring.through every Iphere, 

A fenunary fraught with future gods. 

N/iture all o*er is con/ecrated ground, iggj 

Teeming with growths immortal and divine. 

The Great Proprietor’s al-bounteous hand 
Leaves nothing waHe ; but lows thefe fiery fields 
With feeds of reruns which to virtues life 
Beneath Eu gemal lay ; and, if efcap’d l8^a 

The peiMentM Wads of dubbom mill^ 

When giwn mature, are^ather’d For the feies. 

And is De^o^m thought too much on earthy 
When beings, fo fopexior; hoa^, 

AeS irintn^ la ptrodratipn to The Throne i* 1 gpj 
^ wiered^e mpre of planets, or of iars I 
.^therealJoarneys,.4n4*difcover’d there. 
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Ten thoufand worlds, ten thonfand ways devout. 

All Nature fending incenfe to The Throne, 

Except the bold Lorenzos of Our ipherei 1900 

Opening the folemn &>ntccs of my foul. 

Since 1 have pour'd, like feign’d-Eridanus, 

My Bowing numbers o’er the flaming Ikies, 

Nor fee, of fancy^ or of faciy what more 

Invites the Mufe — ^Here turn we, and review 1905 

Our pafi noclurnal landfchape wide : — Then fay. 

Say, thenj Lorenzo I with what burfl: of heart. 

The whole, at once, revolving in Ms thought* 

Mufl man exclaim, adoring, and aghaBi 

O what a^root I O what a branch, is here ! 191a 

^ O what a Father I What a Family I 
« Worlds 1 fyflems ! and creations !— ~Aiid creadons^ 
In one agglomerated ciufter, hung, 
te * Great Vine I On Thee, on Thee the clufter hangs ; 
The fliial clufler ! infinitely Ipread 1915 

.In glowing globes, with various being fraught ; 

And drinks (nedareoas draught !)iniiiiortaI life* 

Or, lhall I fay (for can^fey enough i) 

A confiellarion of tea tto^andgem^ 

(And, O ! of what dimenfipn I of what weight 
** Set in one Signet^ flames on the right hand 
Of Majefiy Divine ! The hla%ing 
That deeply flamps^ on all oyeaitied 
indelible. Bis fovereiga a^ibute®, 

** €)imripotencc, andl^ve! 

Arri ^hs, furpafii^ That, Nor flop we Here, 
YouLXn. 


* John XY. 
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For want of in God, but Thought in Man. 
Ev’n Thts acknowledg’d, leaves us flili in debt : 

If Greater aught. That Greater all is Thine, 

Dread Sire! — Accept this of Thee; 1930 

** And pardon an Ammp from mortal thought. 

In which archangels might have fail’d, unblam’d.” 
How fuch ideas of th’ Almighty’s 
And fuch ideas of th’ Almighty’s Flan^ 

"(Ideas not abfurd) diftend the thought 1935 

Uf feeble mortals ! Nor of them alone I 
The fuinels of the Deity breaks forth 
In Jjiconcei^ahief tojnen, and gods. 

Think, then, O think; nor ever drop the thought; 
How low muH Mm defend, when Go^s adore I x 940 
H^ve I not, then, accomplish’d my proud boali ? 

Did I nor tell thee, We would mount, Lorenzo I 
** And kindle our devotion at the Btan /* 

And have I faifd f And did I fiatiet thee ? 

And art all adamaht ? And doll confute 1945 

All urg’d, with one irfefr^able ^mtle ? 

Lorenzo I Mirth how ittHerabie here! 

Swear by tbcAtars, hy L 5 m who made them, fwear. 
Thy heart, hmiceforth, Unalliie as pure as Thej : 
Then Thou, felt fiiine; fike Them, felt rjji 

From low to from ■bbfaire to frrigbt; 

Py due gradg^OU> 'MMikre^s ia<^ted 

I'he Stars, from ^efrce Ctor— He can tA 

Thefe bright teUapta^ons to idolatry. 

From Jlartm/sTt^tConfufiffn, took their Jbfrthj ^*95 S 

^ons 
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Sons of Defcrmitj / from fluid dregs 
Tartarean, flrll tiiey rofe to mafles rude; 

And then, to fpheres opaque ; Then dimly ihone; 
Then brighten’d j Then blaz’d -out in perfeB 
Nature delights in progrefs ; in advance i960 

From worie to better ; but, when MMs afcend, 
Progrefs, in part, depends upon thm/ehes* 

Heaven aids exertion ; Greater makes the Great; 

The ^voluntary Little lefTens more. 

O be a Man / and thou flialt be a C&di 1965 

And Half Self’^made ! — Ambition how divine t 
O Thou, ambitious of diigracc alone ! 

Still undevout ? Unkindied ?— Though high-taught, 
Schod’d by the ikies, and pupil of the liars; 

Kank coward to the falhionabie world I 1970 

Art thou ajham^i to bend thy knee to heaven ? 

Curd fume of pride, exhal’d from deepefl: heU ! 

Pride in Rehgtan is man’s higheft prmfe. 

Bent on deflrudion I and in love with death ! 

3 Mot all thefe luminaries, quextch’d at mice, igyj 
Were half fo fad, as one benighted mind. 

Which gropes for happinisfs, and meets dsj^r^ 

How, like a widow in, her wee^ ^ Nighh 
Amid her glimmering tapers, flept its I 
How forrowfuL how defidate,^ ftte weeps . 

Perpetual dews, andiaddens ^Upre’s iWne ! 

A fceryeji^e fad 5 i»,m^es 4 he darkot’d &u!, 

AH comfort kiHs, mr }^y§$ 

Though blimioif iSl is thife eye: 

-Why foeh magsiiceii^ein aS dpi ? 

Fz 
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Of Matures grandeur, know, one end is This, 

To tell the Rational^ who gaizes on it — ^ 

Though That immenfely Great, iiill Greater He, 
Whofe breail, capacious, can embrace, and lodge. 
Unburden’d, nature’s univerfal fchcme ; 1990 

** Can graip Creathn with a Ji^gh thought ; 

" Creation grafp ; and not exclude its Sire^’ — 

To tell him farther — it behoves him much 
To guard th’ important, yet depending, fate 
^ Of being, brighter than a thoufand funs : - 1955 

One hngle ray of Thought outlhines them all*— 

And if man hears obedient, loon he’ll foar 
Superior heights, and on Ms purple wing. 

His purple wing bedropt with eyes of gold, 
llifitig, where Thought is now deny’d to rife, 2000 
Look down triumphant on thefe dazzling fpheres. 

Why then periift 'No mortal ever liv’d 
But, dying, he pronounc’d '(when words are true) 

The whole that charms thee, abfolutely vain; 

^ain, and Mr woi*fe l^Thirfk Thou, wth dying men; 
O cende/eendto think as angels think'l 
O tokraie a chance for happiness ! 

Our nature fitch, M choice enfures ill 6te ; 

And hell had been, thdugh there had been no God. 
4 k)fi: thou not "know, <thy nefW aftronomer I 20*10 

Barth, turniigf from Bun, ‘Mng^s night to man ? 
Man, tUmfcg frbm^his ^od, imhgs mdle/s night*; 
Where lidM t^fead^tib irtordsj find no friend. 
Amend ^ sted expa^ nb feace. 

Sfilw deep the -darknefe! and -the groan,Jhow/#^^ 
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And far^ how far, from lamhmt are the fiames I— 
Sach is Lorenzo^s purchafe i Such his praMe h 
The proud, the poHdc, Lorenzo^s praife t 
Though in his ear, and levePd at his heart, 

IVe half read o’er the volume of the ikies. 20Z0i'' 

For think not thou ha§ heard all this from ^ 

My fong but echoes what Great Mature ipeaks. 

What has ihe fpoken r Thus the goddefs fpoke. 

Thus fpeaks for ever Place, at nature’s head,^ 

** A fovereign, which o’er all. things rolls his eye, 202 
“ Extends his wing, promulgates* 2 us commands. 

But, above all, diifufes endkfe good^ 

« fox fure redrefs, the wrong’d may %■; 

The vile, for mercy; and the pain’d, for peace; 

Bj the various tenants of thefe fpheres, 20 30^ 

Diverdfy^d in fortunes, place,-and powers,. 

Rais’d in enjoyment, as in worth they life. 

Arrive at length (if worthy fuch approach)". 

At that blell: fountain-head, feont which they ilreaia;; 
Wheic conhidpafi redoubles prefent joy; 

And prefciit joy looks forward on.increafe; 

And That, on more; no period I every ilep* 

A double boon 1 a Brome/sy and a BhfiJ* ’ 

How eafy fits this feheme on human heairts i ' 

It fuits their make ; it feoths their vail defe-es; 

BaJjtGu is pleas’d ; and afe no more ; 

’Tis rational I ^tis great 1 — -But what is Thim f 
It darkens I fhocks I excruciates I and 'confounds F 
Leaves us quite naked, bothcjf heln. and hone. 



70 YOUNG*S POEMS. 

Of Fortum ; then the morfel of Defpmr* 

Say> then, Lorenzo 1 (for thou know^ft it well) 
What^s Vice?—yitr& want of compafsin our thought. 
Relzgiofty what ?— The proof of Common-Jsnfe<, 

How art thou whooted, where the Leafi prevails J 2050 
Is it my fault, if tb&fe truths call thee Fool P 
And thou lhalt never be msfcalPi by me. 

Can neither Shamey nor Terror^ iland thy Friend ? 

And art thou fitll an infeft in the mire } 

How, like thy guardian angel, have I iiown^ 2055 
Snatch’d thee from earth ; efcorted thee through ali 
Th’ ethereal armies j walk’d thee, like a God, 
Through fplendours of firH magnitude, arrang’d 
On either hand; clouds thrown beneath thy feet; 
•Clofe^cruis’don the bright paradife of God ; 2060 

And almod introduc’d thee to The Throne 1 
And art thou fBll caroufing, for delight, 

Eankpoifon; firft, fermenting to mere frothy 
'And then fubfiding into final gdl? 

To beings of fublime> immortal make, 2o6j 

How fiiocking is all joy, whofe end is fare I 
Such joy, mere IhocJdng fiill> the more it charms I 
And dofi: thou chafe what ends ere well-begun ; 

And infanatous, as fiiort ? And dofi: thou chufe 
'{Whouy to whofe palate Glory is fo fweet) 2070 

To wade into psxdttiony thrpugh contempt y 
,Not of poor bigots only, but thy tmn ? 

Fdr I have peep’d into thy cover’d heart. 

And feen h biuft. beneath a boafiful brow ; 

! For, by feong guilt’s mofi: violent affaalt, 2075 

Confcicnce 
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Confcience is but dijahled^ not defif^d» 

O thou Hioli Aweful Being ; and hiqH Vain t 
Thy wiiij how frail ! how glorious is thy power I 
Though dread Eternity has fowa her feeds 
Of blifs, and woe* in thy defpotic breaft j aoto 
Though heaven, aiwi hell* depend upon thy choice 
A butterSy comes crofs, and both are Sed* 

Is This the pidure of a radonall 
This horrid iniage, ihall it be moil Juft f 
Lorenzdl No: it cannot,-^^/ notj, be* 20 

If there is force in Reafon ; or, in bounds 
Chanted beneath the glimpies of the moon, 

A magic, at this planetary hour. 

When Jhmh&r locks the general Hp, and dreams 
Through fenfelels mazes hunt fouls uji^inf^ir^d* 20901^ 
Attend — The facred myderies begin — 

My folemn Night^horn adjuration hear 
Hear, and I’ll raife thy fpirit from the duiGtj. 

While the ftars gaze on this inchantment new ^, . 
Inchantment, not Infernal, but Divine I 
« By Silenced Death’s peculiar attribute;.* 

" By Darknsfsi, Guilt’s inevitable doom;, 

« By Darkne/s, and by Btknce^^ fibers dread! 

« That draw the cumin round Night’s ebcm thione, 

« And raife ideas> folemn as the fcene I 
By Night, and all of aweful, night prefents 
To Thought or Sinfe (of aweful much, to both, 

« The goddefs brings) ! By thefe her trembling 
Like Vella’s* ever-burning and* like hers 
^ Sacred to thoughts imiuaculate, and I 

F 4 ** py 
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By thefe bright orators, that fro^e, and pratje^ 

And prefs thee to revere, the Deity 5 
Perhaps, too,- aid thee, when rever’d awhile. 

To reach his throne j as Jiages of the foul. 

Through which, at diFerent periods, ihe iliall pafs, 
P«e lining gradual^ for her £nal height, 

« And purging off fome drofs at every Iphere ! 

By this dark pall thrown o’er the filent world ! 

By the world’s kings,and kingdoms,inoft renown’d, 
Flom fhort ambition’s ^r,:ih fet for ever ; • 21 ij 

Sad prefage to vain boaiiers, now' in bloom I 
« By the long lift of'fwift moitalky, 

<< From Adam downward to this evening k'nell. 

Which midnight waves mfancy^s llartled eye$ 

And Ihocks her with an hundredcenturies, 2120 
Round deatFs black banner thi-ong’d, in human 
thought I 

« By thoufands, no^Vy refigning tlreir lail breath# 

And calling thee— wert thou fo wife to hear I 
By tombs o’er tombs ari£ng ; human earth- 
Ejected, .to make room for — ^human earth ; 212^ 

" The monarch’s urror / and the fexton’s trade / 

" By pompous obfequies that*fhun the day, 

« The funereal, and the nodding pkinsi^ 

Which makes- poor man’s humiliation proud ; 
Boaffof our rmn I triumph of our dujh! 2130 
By the damp vault thatr weeps o’er royal bones; 

* And the pale lamp that fhews the ghailly dead, 

" Mere ghaftly, through the thick incumbent gloom ! 

’ « By vilka (if there are) from darker feeses#, 


^ The 
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THe gliding fpe^lre ! and the groaning grave I 2x35 
By groans, and graves^ and mHeries that groan 
For the grave’s ihelteti! By deiponding men* 

‘‘ Senfelefs to pains of death, from pangs of guilt i 
“ By guilt’s lail audit ! By yon in blood, 

** The rocking hrmament, the falling ftars, 2140 
And thunder’s laH difciiarge, great nature’s kneEl 
By Second c/j>£zgs and Eternal 
Be wife^— Nor let* Philander blamr my chmm f 
But ovyd not ill difcharg’d my double debt,* 

Lq^v€ to the living t to the dead : 2245 

For know I’m but executor; he left* 

This moral legacy ; 1 make it o’er 
By hiS command ; Philander hear in me ;* 

And heaven in both.— If deaf to thefe, O 1 hear 
Florello’s tender voice his weal depends 2 150 
On thy reiolve ; it trembles at tliy choice*^ 

For his fake — ^love thy/elf : example ftxikes > 

All human hearts ; a had example more ; 

More iBil 3> father’s ; that enfures his ruin; 

As -parent of his being, wouidfl thou prove 21 55-., 

The unnatural parent of his miferies. 

And make him curfe the being which thbu gavefl ? 

Is this the blefling of fo fond a father ? 

If carelefs of Lorenzo I ij>are. Oh ! fpare 
Fidrello’s father, and' PhEander’s friend.! 21^ 
Florello’s father turn’d, ruins him:;' 

And from Philander’s friend ‘the world expeds 
A condud, nef difhonour to the dead. 

Let do,, what mhkr m&Hvs. ihouHi 

£et 
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Let Ia<ve^ and emulatim, rife in aid 21^5, 

To rea/on ; and perfuade thee to be— •bleft. 

This feems not a requeft to be deny^d ; 

Yet (fuch the infatuation of mankind i) 

’Tis the mofi: hopelefs, man can make to man. 

Shall I then rife, in argument^ and warmth > ziyo 
And urge Philander’s podhumons advice^ 

From topics yet unbroach’d ?— 

But Oh ! I faint ! My fpirits fail !— Nor Grange ! 

So long on wing, and in no middle clime 1 

To which my great Creator’s glory call’d : zjy^ 

And calls — but, now^ in vain. Skep^s dewy wand 

Has flrok’d my drooping lips, and promifes 

My long arrear of refl ; the do^my god 

(Wont to return with our returning peace ) 

Will pay, ere long, and blefs me with repofe. !ai8o 
Hafte, haftcj, fweet ftranger ! from the peafant^s cot. 
The Ihip-boy’s hammock, or the foldier’s fbraw, 
Whence forrmu never chac’d thee j with thee bring, 
Kot hideous viiions, as of late ; but draughts 
Delicious of well-taHed, cordial, reii; 2185 

Man’s rich reilorative ; his balmy bath. 

That fuppies, lubricates, and keeps in play 
The various movements of this nice machine. 

Which alks fuch frequent periods of repair. 

When tir’d with v^n relations of the day, 2190 
Sleep winds us up for the fucceeding dawn 5 
Frefh we fpin on, till jteknefs clogs our wheels. 

Or death quite breaks the fpring? and motion ends- 
When will it end with me ? 


THOU 
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, — THOU only know’ft, 2195 
« Thou^ whofe !?road eye the future, and the pafi, 

** Joins to the prefent making one of ti^ree 

To moral thonght I Thou. know’ll, and Thon alone, 
« All^knowingl— aii-4mknown!“-and yetwell^knowni 
** Near, thongh remote I and, dmngh iijifathom’d,fe 2 tJ 
^ And, though invififele, for ever feen 1 
« And feen in all ! the great and the mmute.: 

« Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 

* Each flower,.each leaf,withits finall people fwarm’d, 
(Thofe puny vouchers of Omnipotence !) 2205 

« To the fird thought, that siks, " Frm 
** declare 

** Their common fource. Thou Fountain, running o’er 
In rivers of communicated joy 1 
Who gav’d us fpeechfor far, far humbler themes ! 
§ay, by what name fhall I prefume to call aaio 
** Him I fee burning in thefe countlefe funs. 

As Mofes, in the hup f IHuMous Mind ! 

The whole creation, lefs, far lefe, to Thee, 

Than th&t to the creati<m’s ample round. 

How ihall I name Thee h — ^How my labouring foul 
« Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth 1 
« Great fyhem of perfedions I mighty caufe 
Of caufes mighty I caale uncaas’d I fele ropt 
Of nature, that laxuriaat growth of God I 
FirfI Father of eft&s ! that progeny 2220 

Of endlefs feries ; where the golden chain’s 
Lalllink admits a period, who can tdl ? 

Father of all that is or heard, or hears I 
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« Father of all that is or feen, or fees ! 

Father of all that is, or . Jhall arife I a 225: 

** Father of this immeafurable mafa 

Of matter multiform 5 or denfe^ , or rare ; 

« Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at reH ; 

Minute, or palSng bound ! in each extreme 
« Of like amaze, and myftery,- to man. 223a 

« Father of thefe bright millions of the nigbt / 

€( Of which the leaft full Godhead had- proclaim’d. 

And thrown the gazer on his knee — Or, fay. 

Is appellation higher lEll, Thy choice ? 

" Father of matter"^ s temporary lord ! 2235 

Father of fpirtis ! nobler offspring 1 fparks 
Of high paternal glory ; rich endow’d 
** With various meafures, and with-Jp^rious modes 
Of infitnB, reafon, intuition^ bedlkt^ 

More pale, or bright from day divimyt^ break 
« The darker matter organized (the ware 
Of all created fpirit) ; beams, that rife. 

Each over other in fuperior light, 

« Till the lafl ripens into luftre firong:; 

Of next approach to Godhead. . Father fond 2245 
^ (Far fonder than e*er bore that name on earth) 

« Of intelleBnal beings i beings bleft 
** With powers to pleafe Thee j not of pafHve ply 
To laws they know not ; beings lodg'd in feats 
Of well-adapted joys, in different, domes - 2250 

Of this imperial -palace for thy fons ; 

Of this* proud, populous, well-policy'd. 

Though -boundlefs habitation, planned by Thee.: 

« Whofe. 
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Whofe feveral clans their feveral climates fuit ; 

And tranfpofition, donbtlefs, would deftroy, 

^0^, Ch I indulge, immortal King, indulge 
A title lefs auguH indeed, but more 
.Endearing ; ah ^ how fweet in human ears, 

« Sweet in our ears, and triumph in our hearts ! 
Fathsi of immortality to man i 
A theme that * lately fet my fou! on fire — 

« And Thou the Next I yet equal I Thou, by whom 
float bleiTmg was convey’d ; far more ! was ; 
Ineffable the price 1 by whom ail worlds 
« Were made ; and one, redeem’d illuilrious Light 
« From Light iiluffrious ! Thou, whofe regal power. 
Finite m time, but infinite in Jpace, 

« On more than adamantine bails fix’d. 

O’er more, far more, than diadems and thrones, 

« Inviolably reigns^ the Dread of gods I 2270 

^ And Oh ! the Friend of man I beneath whofe foot. 
And by the mandate of whofe awful nod, 

*< All regions, revoludon, fortunes, fates. 

Of high, of low, of mind, and matter^ roE 
" Through the ihort channels of expiring time, 2275 
Orihorelefs ocean of eternity. 

Calm, or tempeftuous (as % Spirit breathes}* 

" In abfolute fubjedion I — And, O Thou 
The glorious Third ! dliHn^L not feparate ! 

** Beaming from Both I with both incorporate; 2280 
And (ilrange to tell !) incorporate with duff I 
^ By coadefcenffon, as Thy glory, great, 

« Enffmn’d 


♦ Nights the Sixth andBcventh* 
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Enfhrin’d in man ! of human hearts, if pure. 
Divine inhabitant I the tie divine 
« Of heaven with diftant earth I by whom I trufi/2.285 
(If not infpir’d) uncenfur’d this addrefs 
" To Thee, to Them— To whom!— -Mylierious Power! 
Reveal’d — yet unreveaPd 1 darknefs in light ; 
Number in unity I our Joy ! our Dread 1 
« The Trij^/e Bolt that lays all wrong in ruin I 2290 
That animates all right, the T ripk Sun 1 
Sun of the foul ! her never- fettmg Sun I 
Triune, Unutterable, Unconceiv’d, 

Abfconding, yet Demonftrable, Great God I 
Greater than Greatefl: I Better than the Bed i 2295 
Kinder than kindell I with foft pitfs eye, 

« Or (ilronger Mi to Ipeak it) ^w^itji Thine Onjon, 
From Thy bright home, from mat high Firmament^ 
** Where Thou, frcm all eternity, haih^wltj 
Beyond archangels unaiBfted ken ; 2300 

From far above what mortals highefi: call ; 

From elevation’s pinnacle ; look down, 

« Through— What i confounding interval 1 through all 
« And more than labouring/h^cy can conceive ; 
Through radiant ranks of elTences unknown ; *2305 
Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach’d 
Round various banners of . Omnipotence, 

", With endlefs change of rapturous duties fir’d ; 

" Through wondrous beings interpofing fwarms. 

All cliSlering at the call. To dfWeil in Thee ; ^310 
" Through this wkie walie of worlds I this vaft, 
^ AH fanded o’er with funs ; funs turn’d to ni^h^ 

Before 
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Before /i^'feebleft beam— Look down— down— down. 
On a poor hre&ibmg particle in difii:, 

« Or, lower, an immortal in his crimes, 2315 

His crimes forgive I forgive his virtues, too I 
Thofe fmaller faults, half- converts to the right* 

Nor let me clofe thefe eyes, which never more 
" May fee the fun (though night’s defcending fcale 
« Now weighs up morn), unpity’d, and unbleil 1 2320 
« In Thy difpleafure dwells eternal pain ; 

Paih; our averlion ; pain, which Ibrikes me ; 

** And, iince all pain is terrible to man, 

« Though traniient, terrible ; at Thy good hour, 

** Gently, ah gently, lay me in my bed, 2325 

My clay-cold-hed / by nature, now, fo near 5 
By nature, near ; ilill nearer by difeafe i 
« Till then, be tbis^ an emblem of my grave : 

Let it out-preach the preacher % every night 
Let it out-cry the boy at Philip’s ear ; 23 

That tongue of death ! that herald of the tomb ! 
And when (the iheiter of thy wing implor’d) 

« My fenfesy footh’d, lhail fink in foft repofe, 

O fink this truth ffill deeper in my foul, 

'« Suggefied by my pillow^ fign’d by fate, :z^^g 

« Firfi, in fate^s volume, at the page of 
« Mm^s fickly fmh thsugh and ufs*d far 
•* Fretn fide t& fids, can rejl on mught imt Thee : 

Here, m fall trufi ; hsreetfter, tn fall jay ; 

" On Thee, the promis’d, fure, eternal down 
** Of fpirits, toil’d in travel through this vale. 

Nor of that pillow lhall defpond ; 


« For 
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« For — Love almighty I Love almighty 1 (Eng, 

^ Exult creation 1 ) Love almighty, reigns \ 

« That death of death / that cordial of db/j^air / 2345 
And loud eternity's triumphant fong ! 

« Of whom, nomore:-~For ,.0 Thou Patron-God! 
Thou God and Mortal! Thence God to man I 
Man's theme eternal ! man’s eternal theme 1 
Thou canft not 'fcape uninjured from oMXpraife, 2350 
« Uninjur’d from our praife can He efcape, 

« ‘Who, difembofom'd from the Father, bows- 
<< The heaven of heavens, to kifs the diftant earth! 

« Breathes out in agonies a Enlefs foul 1 

Againll the Cr^, Beath^s iron fceptre breakd 2355 
<< From famiih'd ruin plucks her human prey 1 
Throws wide the gates celeftial to his/«?^i / 

« Their gratitude, for fuch u boundiefa debt, 

« Deputes their fuffering brothers to receive.! 

^ And, if deep human guilt in payment fails 2360 
« As deeper guilt prohibits our de/pair J 
« Injoins it, as our duty, to rejoice ! 

« And (toclofe ail) omnipotently^ kind, 

* Takes his delights among the fins of men 
What words are 'thefe — And did they come from 
heaven f 

And were they fpoke to man ? to guilty man ? 

What are all myiteries to love like this ? 

The fongs of angels, all the melodies 
'Of choral gods, are wafted in the found 5 
Heal and exMlerate the broken heart 5 

Though 

* Prov chan. viii. 
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Though plung’d, before, in horrors dark as night : 
Rich preilbation of confmnmate jov ! 

Nor wait vve diirolution to be bleii:. 

This final eifoit of the moral Mufe, 

Ho\v juftly ^ titled? nor for me alone : 2375 

For all that read ; what fpirit of fup^rt. 

What heights of Confolation, crov/n my fong I 
Then, farewel Night ! of darknefs, now, no more ; 
Joy breaks ; fhines ; triumphs ; ’tis eternal day. 

Shall that widch rifes out of might complain 
Of a few evils, paid with endlefs joys r 
My fcmi 1 henceforth, in fweetefi: union join 
The two fupports of human happinefs. 

Which feme, erroneous, think can never meet ; 

True uijre of hfe^ and conftant thought of death ! 

The thought of death, foie vidor of its dread ! 

Hope» be thy joy ; and probity thy Jkill ; 

Thy patron He, whofe diadem has dropp’d 
Yon gems of heaven ; Eternity ^ tliy pri%e : 

And leave the racers of the m:orld their own. 

Their feather, and their froth, for endlefs toils ; 

They part with all for that nx^hich is not breads 
They mortify, they ftarve, on wealth, fame, power ; 
And laugh to fcom the fools that aim at more. 

How mufl a fpirit, late efcap’d from earth, 

Suppofe Philander’’s,- Lucia’s, or NarcilTa’s, 

The truth of things new-blazing in its eye. 

Look back, aftoiuih’d, on the ways of men. 

Yon LXIL Q 

^ The Confolation. 
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Whofe lives whole drift is to forget their graves I 
And when our prefent privilege is paft, 2400 

To fcourge us with due fenfe of its ahufe. 

The Jamz ailonilhment will feize us alL 
What then muft pain us, would preferve us mnku 
Lorenzo ! ’tis not yet too late ; Lorenzo ! 

Seize wifdom, ere ’tis torment to be wife 5 
That is, feize ^nfdom, ere Ihe feizes thee. 

For what, my fmall philofopher ! is hell 
’Tis nothing but full knowledge of the truth. 

When truth, reiilleth long, is fworn our foe : 

And calls Eternity to do her right. 

Thus, darknefs aiding intellectual light. 

And lacred Jiknce whifpering truths divine. 

And truths dmine convening pain to peace. 

My fong the midnight raven has outwing’d. 

And Ihot, ambitious of unbounded fcenes. 

Beyond the flaming limits of the world. 

Her gloomy flight. JBut what avails the flight 
Of fancy, when our hearts remain below ? 

Virtue abounds in Eatterers and foes ; 

’I'is pride to praife her ; penance to perform. 

To more than words, to more than worth of tongue, 
Lorenzo I rife, at this aufpicious hour ; 

An hour, when heaven ’s moil: intimate with mm; 
When, like a failing liar, the ray divine 
Glides fwift into the bofom of the ; 243.J 

And juft are aD, deter mhdd to reclaim ; 

Which fets that title high within thy reach. 


2405 


2410 


24^5 


Awake, 
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Awake, then : thy Philander calls : awake ! 
Thoa, who fhalt wake, when the creation fleeps; 
When, like a taper, all thefe funs expire; 

When Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath. 
Plucking the pillars that fupport the world. 

In Nature’s ample mins Ees intomb’d; 

And Midnight, JJm<verfal Midnight 1 reigns. 


JSNX> OF THE NIGHT-THOU GHTS. 
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RESIGNAITON. 

IN TWO PARTS, 


My foul ihall be fatisfied even as it were with mar- 
row and fatncfs ? when my mouth praileth thee with 
jayful lips.’* FsALM kiii. 6 ^ 



ADVEHTISEMENl’, 

THIS was not intended for the Publicly there were 
many and ftrong reafons againft it; and are To flillj 
but fome extracts of it> from the few copies which were 
given away, being got into the printed papers, it was 
thought necefTary to publifh fomething, leaft a copy 
ftiil more imperfe£l than this ihould fall into the prefs : 
and it is hoped, that this unwelcome occafion of publi- 
cation may be fome excufe for it. 

As for the following flanzas, God Almighty’s in- 
finite power, and marvellous goodnefs to man, is dwelt 
on, as the mofl juft and cogent reafon for our chearful 
and abfolute reftgnadon to his will ; nor are any of thofe 
topics declined,, which have a juft tendency to promote 
that fupreme virtue : fuch as the vanity of this life, the 
value of the next, the approach of death, 
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HE days how few> how fhort the years 
Of man^s too rapid race>. 

Each leaving, as it fvviftly fiies, 

A fhorter in its place I 

They who the longeil leafe eujOf, 

Have told us with a figh, 

That to be boin feems little more, 

Than to begin to die. 

Numbers there are who feel this truth 
With fears alarm’d ; and yet. 

In life’s delufions lull’d afleep,. 

This weighty truth forget : 

And am not I to thefe akin ? 

Age {lumbers o’er the quiH ; 

Its honour blots, whate’er it writes ; 

And am I writing ftiU ? 

Conicious of nature in decline. 

And languor m my thoughts ^ 

To foften cenfure, and abate 
Its rigour on my faults. 5 

Permit me. Madam ! ere to You 
The promis’d verfe I pay. 

To touch on felt infirmity. 

Sad filler of decay. 

G 4- 


One 
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One world deceasM, another bom. 

Like Noah they behold. 

O’er vvhofe white hairs, and furrow’d browsj^. 
Too many funs have roird : 

Happy the patriarch 1 he rejoic’d 
His fecond world to fee ; 

My fecond world, though gay the fcene. 

Can boaft no charms for me. 

To me this brilliant age appears 
With defolation fpread ; 

Near ail with whom I liv’d, and fmil’d, 
Whiift life was life, are dead 5 

And with them dy’d my joys ; the grave 
Has broken nature’s laws j 

And clos’d, againft this feeble frame. 

Its partial cruel jaws 5. 

Cruel to fpare ! condemn’d to life ! 

A cloud impairs my fight ; 

My weak hand difobeys my will,, 

And trembles as I write. 

What lhall I write ? Thalia, tell 5 
Say, long -abandon’d Mufe 1 

What field of fancy lhall I range ? 

What fubjed (hall I chufe ? 

A choice of moment high infpire. 

And refcue me from lhame. 

For doating on thy charms fo late,, 

By grandeur in my theme. 


Beyond 
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Beyond the themes, which mofi adimre. 

Which dazzie, or amaze. 

Beyond renowned exploits of war. 

Bright charms, or empire’s blaze. 

Are themes, which, in a world, of woe. 

Can bell appeafe our pain..; 

And, in an age of gaudy guilt. 

Gay folly’s flood reftrain ; 

Amidil: the florms of life fupport 
A calm unfhaken mind ; 

And with unfading laurels crown 
The brow of the reiign’d. 

O Refignadon 1 yet unfung. 

Untouch’d by former fbrains ; 

'fhough claiming every-Mufe’s fmile,. 

And every Poet’s pains,- 

Beneath life’s evening, fblenm lhade, 

1 dedicate my page 

To thee, thou fafefl guard of youth t 
Thou foie fupport of age I 

All other duties crefcents are 
Of virtue faindy bright. 

The glorious confummadon. Thou t 
Which fills her orb with light : 

How rarely fili’d I The Iwe divine 
In evils to difcern. 

This the firft leffon wHch we want. 

The iateft, which we learn ; 


A me&n- 
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A melancholy truth I for know. 

Could our proud hearta refign. 

The diftance greatly would decreafc 
^Twixt human and divine. 

But though full noble is my theme. 

Full urgent is my call 
To foften forrow, and forbid 
The burftmg tear to fall ; 

The talk I tread ; dare I to leave 
Of humble profe the ihore. 

And put to fea ? a dangerous fea ? 

What throngs have funk before i 
How proud the poet’s billow fwells i 
The God I the God I his boafi : 

A boall how vain ! What wrecks abound I 
Dead bards iiench every coaft. 

What then am I ? Shall I prefume. 

On fuch a moulten wing. 

Above the general wreck to rife. 

And in my winter, fmg ; 

When nightingales, when fweetefi bards 
Confine their charming fong. 

To fummer’s animating heats. 

Content to warble young ? 

Yet write I mufi ; a. ^ Lady fues j 
How ihamefol her requefi: ! 

My brain in labour for dull rhyme 1 
Hcr’s teeming with the befi 1 


* Mrs. M 
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But you a Ibrauger will excufe, 

Nor fcom his feebla fbain 5 
To you a lirauge?, but, through fate^ 

No ih-anger to your pain. 

The ghofl of grief deceas’^d afcends, 
old wound bleeds anew; 

His forrovvs are recall’d to W& 

By thofe he fees in you ; 

Too’.weU he knows the twilHng ftshags 
Of ardent hearts combin’d 
When rent afunder, how they bleed. 

How hard to be refign’d : 

Thofe tears you pour, his eyes have Ihed; 

The pang you feel,, he fek ; 

Thus nature, loud as virtue, bids 
His heart at yours to melt. 

But what can heart, or head, fuggefl ? 

What fad experience fay ? 

I'hrough truths auftere, to peace we work 
Our rugged, gloomy way ; 

What are w« ? Whence ? For what f and Whither f 
Who know not, needs muft mourn ; 

But Thought, bright daughter of the Me$ ! 

Can tears to triumph turn. 

Thought is our armour,, ’tis the mind’s 
Impenetrable ihield. 

When, fent by fate, we meet our foes. 

In fore afSi^on’s field ; 
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It plucks the frightful mafk from ills,. 

Forbids pale fear to hide. 

Beneath that dark difguife, a friend. 

Which turns affe6lion’s tide. 

Affedion frail ! train’d, up* by fenfe> 

From reafon's channel Ibays ; 

And whilft it blindly points at peace. 

Our peace to pain betrays. 

Thought winds its fond, erroneous llream 
From daily-dying flowers. 

To nourifli rich immortal blooms. 

In amaranthine bowers 

Wlience throngs, in extafy, look dowa 
On what once Ihock’d their fights 

And thank the terrors of the paft 
For ages of delight. 

All withers here ; who moil poflels 
Are lofers by their gain. 

Stung by full proof* that, bad at bell. 

Life’s idle All is vain : 

Vain, in its courfe* life’s murmuring flream j 
Did not its courfe offend. 

But murmur ceafe; life, then, would feem 
Still vainer, from its end. 

How wretched! who, through cruel fate* 

Have nothing to lament ! 

With the poor alms this world affords. 

Deplorably content ! 

Had’ 
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Had not tke Greek Ms world miHook, 

His wiih had been moft wife ; 

To be content with but one world. 

Like him, we Ihould defpife* 

Of earth’s revenue would you ftate 
A full account, and fair ? 

We hope ; and hope ; and hope ; then call 
The total ujp 


Delpair. 


Since vain all here, all future, vail. 

Embrace the lot affign’d ; 

Heaven wounds to heal 5 its frowns are friends; 
Its flroke fevere, moJl .kind. 

But in laps’d nature, rooted deep. 

Blind error domineers ; 

And on fools errands, in the dark. 

Sends out our hopes and fears ^ 

Bids us for ever pains deplore. 

Our pleafures overprize ; 

Thefe oft perfuade us to be weak-j 
Thofe urge us to be .wife. 

From virtue’s rugged path to right 
By pleafure are we brought 

To Bowery fields of wrong, and there 
Pain chides us for our fault ; 


Yet 
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Yet whilH it chides, it fpeaks of peace. 
If folly is withftood; 

And fays, time pays an eafy price. 

For our eternal good. 

In earth’s dark cot, and in an hour. 

And in delufion great, 

What an ceconomiii: is man 
To fpend his whole eftate. 

And beggar an eternity ] 

For which as he was born. 

More worlds than one againft it weigh’d^ 
As feathers he fliould fcorn. 

Say not, your lofs in triumph leads 
Religion^s feeble flrifej 

]oys future amply reimburfe 
Joys bankrupts of this life* 

But not deferred your Joy fo long. 

It bears an early date ; 

AiHidion’s ready pay in hand. 

Befriends our prefent ilate ; 

What are the tears, which trickle down 
Her melancholy face. 

Like liquid pearl ? Like pearls of price. 
They purchafe lafHng peace. 

Grief foftens hearts, and curbs the wilL 
Impetuous pafiion tames. 

And keeps infuriate, keen defire 
From launching in extremes* 


Through 
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'Through timers dark womb, our judgment right. 
If our dim eye w'as thro^vn, 

= Clear Iliould we fee, the will dirius 
Has but foreilali’d our own ; 

At variance with our future wiih, 

Self-fevef’d we complain; 

If fb, the wounded, not the wound, 

Muii anfwer for the pain ; 

The day fhall come, andfwift of wing. 

Though you may think it How, 

When, in the liO: of fortune’s fmiles. 

You ’ll enter frowns of woe. 

For mark the path of Providence j 
This courfe it has purfued 
Pain is the parent, woe the womb, 

" Of found, important good 

Our hearts are faften’d to this world 
By firong and endlefs ties : 

And every fbrrow cuts a iring. 

And urges us to rife 

’Twill found fevere— Yet rcil aiTur’d 
I ’m jfludious of your peace ; 

Though I Ihould dare to give you joy*— 

Y es, joy of his deceafe i 

An hour fliall come (you queftion thk) 

An hour, when you {hall bleB, 

Beyond the brightdl beams of life. 

Dark days of your diflrefe. 
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Hear then without furprize a truth, 

A daughter-truth to this, 

Swift turns of fortune often tie 
A bleeding heart to blifs : 

Efteem you this a paradox ? 

My facred motto read ; 

A glorious truth i divinely fimg 
By one, whofe heart had bled ; 

To Rehgnation fvvift he Hew, 

In her a friend he found, 

A friend, which blell: him with a fmile 
When gafping with his wound. 

On earth nought precious is obtain’d 
But what is painful tooj 

•By travel, and to travel born. 

Our fabbaths are but few: 

To real joy wc work our way. 
Encountering many a ihock. 

Ere found what truly charms ^ as found 
A Venus in the block. 

In fome difafter, fome fevere 
Appointment for our has. 

That mother blejISng (not fo call’d). 

True happinefs, begins. 

Ho martyr e’er defy’d the flames^ 

By iHngs of life unvext ; 

Firft rofe fome <parrel with this world. 
Then pallicji for the next. 


You 
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H'ou fee, tiien, pangs are parent pangs. 

The pangs of happy birth; 

Fagns, by which only can be born 
True happinefs on earth. 

The peopled earth Took all around. 

Or through time's records nm ; 

And fay, what is a man undruck ? 

It is a man^ undone. 

This moment, am I deeply flung — 

My bold pretence is try'd; 

When vain man boafts. Heaven puts to proof 
The vauntings of his pride ; 

Now need I, Madam 1 your fupport.-— 

How exquifite the fmart ; 

How critically tim'd the ^ news 
Which diikes me to the heart T 

The pangs of which I f^ke, I feel : 

If worth Eke thine, is bom, 

O long-beiov'd t I blefs the blow. 

And triumph,. whilE I mourn. 

Nor mourn I long ; by grief fubdued 
By reafon's empire fhown; 

Beep anguifh comes by Heaven's decree, 
Continues by our own ; 

Yol.LXIE H And 

♦ Whim the Author was writing This, he "received 
the news of Mr. Samuel Richardfon’s death, who was 
then printing the former part of the Focm. 
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And when comanued pail its point# 
IndulgM in length of time. 

Grief is diigrace, and, what was fate. 
Corrupts into a crime ; 

And ihall I# criminally mean, 

Myfelf and fubjedl wrong ? 

No ; my example lhall fupport 
The fubje^ of my fong. 

Madam I I grant your lofs is greats 
Nor little is your gainj 

Let that be weigh’d ; when weigh’d aright^ 
It richly pays your pain ; 

When Heaven would kindly fet us free. 
And earth’s enchantment end ; 

it takes the moft effedlual means. 

And robs us of a Friend, 

But fuch a friend 1 and iigh no more ?- 
’Tis prudent ; but fevere : 

Heaven aid my weaknefs, and I drop. 

All forrow— -with this tear. 

Perhaps your fettled grief to footh, 

I Ihould not vainly ikive. 

But with foft balm your pain alTuage, 

Had he been ftill alive s 

Whofe frequent aid brought kind relief 
In my diftrefs of thought, 

Ting’d with his beams my cloudy page 
And beautify’d a fault ; 


To 
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To touch our palBous* fecret Springs 
Was hjs peculiar cafe; 

And deep Ms happy genius div^d> 

In bofoms of the fair ; 

Nature, wMch favours to the few. 

All art beyond, imparts. 

To him prefented at Ms birth. 

The key of human hearts. 

But not to me by him bequeath’d 
His gentle, fmooth addrefs ; 

His tender hand to touch the wound 
In throbbing of diibefs ; 

Howe’er, proceed I mull, uiJblefs’d 
With Efculapian art : 

Know, love fometimes, miftakenlovc 1. 
Plays difaifeflion’s part :. 

Nor lands, nor feas, nor funs, nor Ears,. 

Can foul from foul divide 
They correfpond from diftant worlds, , 
Though trani^P^^^ deny’d: 

Are you not, then, unkindly kind.? 

Is not your lave fevere ? 

O I flop that cry^l fource of woe ; 

Nor wound him with a tear. 

As thole above from human biifs 
Receive encreafe of joy 
May not a Uroke from human woe,, 

In part, their peace deilroy ? 

H a 
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He lives in thofe he leftj-^to what ? 
Your, now, paternal care. 

Clear from its. cloud your brightened eye. 
It will difcern him there ; 

In features, not of form alone,. 

But thofe, I trufl, of mind; 

Aufpicious to the public weal. 

And to their fate refignM. 

Think on the tempers he fuftain’d y 
Revolve his battles won ; 

And let thofe prophecy your joy 
From fuch a father^s fon ; 

Is confolation what you feek t 
Fan, then, his martial fire : 

And animate to flame the fparks 
Bequeath’d Mm by Ms fire : 

As nothing great is born in hafie. 

Wife nature’s time allow ; 

His father’s laurels may defcend. 

And flourilh on his brow. 

Nor, Madam I be furpriz’d to hear 
That laurels may be due 

Not more to heroes of the field, 

(Proud faoaflers- 1) than to you : 

Tender as is the female frame. 

Like that brave man you mourn,. 

You are a fbldier, and to fight 
Superior battles born ; 


Beneath 
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Beneath a banner nobler far 
Than ever was unfurFd 

In fields of Blood ; a banner bright ! 

High wavM o’er all the world. 

It, like a fireaming meteor, calls 
An univerfai light ; 

Sheds day, Iheds more, eternal day 
On nations whelm’d in night. 

Beneath that banner, what exploit 
Can mount our glory higher. 

Than to fuftain the dreadful blow. 

When thofe we love expire ? 

Go forth a moral Amazon,; 

Arm’d with undaunted thought-; 

The battle won, though colHng dear 
You ’ll think it cheaply bought : 

The pallive hero, who fits down 
UnaiHve, and can faiile 

Beneath afllidion’s galling load, 

Out-a£ls a Casfar’s toil : 

The billows fiain^d by fiaughter’d foes 
Inferior praife afford ; 

Reafon’s a bloodlefs conqueror. 

More glorious than the fword. 

Nor can the thunders of huzzas 
F ram fhoudng nadons, caufe 

Such fweet delight, as from your heart 
Soft whifpers of applaufe : 
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The dear deceased fo fam’d in arms. 
With what delight he ’ll view 

His triumphs on the main outdone. 

Thus conq:Uer’d, twice, by you. 

Share his delight 5 take heed to Ihun 
Of bofoms moH: difeas’d 

That odd diHemper, an abfurd 
Reludance to be pleas’d : 

Some feem in love with forrow’s charms. 
And that foul fiend embrace : 

This temper let me jiiftly brand. 

And flamp it with difgrace : 

Sorrow I of horrid parentage I 
Thou fecond-born of hell ! 

Againfi: heaven’s endlefs mercies pour’dl 
How dar’fi: thou to rebel ? 

From black and noxious vapours bred 
And nurs’d by want of thought. 

And to the door of frenzy’s feif 
By perfeveraace brought. 

Thy moft inglorious, coward tears 
From brutal eyes have ran ; 

Smiles, incommunicable fmiles I 
Are radiant marks of man ; 

They cafi: a fudden glory round 
Th’ illumin’d human fece; 

And light in fons of honeft joy 
Some beams of Mofes’ face: 


Is 
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Is Refignation’s lefTon hard ? ‘ 

Examiae, we ihaE iind 
That duty gives up little more 
Than anguifii of the mind ; 

Refign ; and aU the load of life 
That moment you remove. 

Its heavy tax, ten thoufand cares 
Devolve on one above ; 

Who bids us lay our burthen down 
On his almighty hand. 

Softens our duty to reliefi 
To bleding a command. 

For joy what caufe ? how every fenfe 
Is courted from above 
The year around, with prefents rich. 

The growth of endlefs love I 

But moH overlook the blelSsgs poarid. 

Forget the wonders -done, 

, And terminate, wrapped up in fen&. 

Their profpe£t at the {un; 

From that, their final point of view. 

From that their radmnt goal. 

On travel infinite of though^* 

Sets out the nobkr 

Broke bole from rimers tenadous ties. 

And earth’s invcdving gloom. 

To mnge at lafi its vafir domam. 

And talk with wori<k to cmne s 

H 4 They 
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They let unmark^d^ aiid 'Gnempioy’d> 

Life’s idle moments run; 

And, doing nothing for themfelves. 

Imagine nothing done ; 

Fatal miftake 1 their Jate goes on. 

Their dread account proceeds. 

And their not-doing is fet down 
Amongd their darked deeds ; 

Though man fits fiill, and takes Hs eafe ; 

God is at work on man; 

No means, no moment unemploy’d. 

To blefs him, if he can. 

Put man confents not, boldly bent 
To faihion his own fate ; 

Man, a mere,bungler in the trade. 

Repents his crime too late; 

Hence loud laments : let me thy caufe. 

Indulgent Father ! plead ; 

Of all the wretches we deplore. 

Not one by thee was m^e. 

What is thy .whole creation fair i 
Of love divine.the child ; 

Love brought it forth; and from its birth, ~ 

Has o’er it fondly fmii’d ; 

Now, and through periods difiant far. 

Long ere.the world began. 

Heaven is, and has in travel been. 

Its ifirth the good of nm 5 

Man 
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'Man holds in conftant femce bound 
The biuftering winds and feas ; 

Nor funs difdain to travel hard 
Their mailer, man, to pleafe ; 

To £nal goo'd the worft events 
Through fecret channels run ; 

Finifli for man their deffih’d courfe. 

As ^twas for man begun. 

One point (oBferv^d, perhaps, by few) 

Has often fmote, and fmites 
My mind, as demonllradon hrong ; 

That heaven in man delights; 

What^s kno\^ to man of things unfeen, 

Of future worlds^ or Tates? 

So much, nor more, than what to mah^s 
Sublime affairs relates; * 

What *s Revelation then? a liifc 
An inventory jhd 

Of that poor infed’s goods, fo late 
Call’d out of night and daft. 

What various modves to rejoice I 
To render Joy ftncere, 

,Has this no weight? our Joy is felt 
Beyond this narrow fphere : 

Would we in heaven new heaven create. 

And double its dehght ? * 

A fmiling world, when heaven looks down. 

How pleaiing in its 
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Angels lloop forward from their thrones 
To hear its joyful lays; 

As iacenfe fweet enjoy, and join. 

Its aromatic praife: 

Have we no caufe to fear the iiroke 
Of heaven^s avenging rod ? 

When we prefume to counterad 
A fympathetic God I 

If we refign, our patience makes 
His rod an armlefs wand ; 

If not, it darts a ferpent^s IHng, 

Tike that in Moles’ hand ; 

. Like that, it fwallows up whatever 
Earth’s vain magicians -bring, 

Whofe baffled arts would boafi: below 
Of joys a rival Ipring. 

.Confummate love I the M.how large 
Of blefflngs from thy hand I 

To banilh forrow, and be ble^. 

Is thy fupreme command. 

. Are fuch commands but ill obey’d ? 

Of blifs, lhali we complain ? 

The man, -who dares to be a wretchi 
Deferves iHi! greater pain, 

n 

Joy is our duty, glory, health ; 

The funfhine of die foul ; 

\OvLr bed encomium cm the Power 
Who fwcetly plans the whole : 
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Joy is our Eden IHll poffefs’d; 

Begone, ignoble grief I 
^Tis joy makes gods, and men exalts, 
Tkeir nature, our relief ; 

Relief, for man to that mull fioojp. 

And his due diflance.know ; 
Tranfport’s the language of the ildfis. 
Content the ^le below. 

Content is joy, and joy in pain 
Is joy and virtue too ; 

Thus, whilft good prefent we poiTefe 
More precious we purfue : 

Of joy the more- we have in hand. 

The more have we to come; 

Joy, likis our money, intereii hearse 
Which daily fwefls the fum* 

But how to ^^ule ; to Hem the tide 
« Of nature in our veins ; 

« Is it not hard to weep in joy ? 

What then to finile m pains 

Vidlorious joy I which breaks the clouds. 
And Hruggles through a Horm ; 
Proclaims the mind as great, as good j 
And bids it doubly charm: 

If doubly charming in our fex, 

A fex, by nature, bold ; 

What then in yours ? diamond there# 
Triumphant o^er our gojd. 
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And fliould not tHs compkint reprefsi? 

And check the riling figh ? 

Yet farther opiate to your pain 
I labour to fupply. 

Since fpirits greatly' damp’d dlllort 
Ideas of delight. 

Look through the medium of a friend^ 
To fet your notions right ; 

As tears the light, grief dims the foul ; 

Its objed.dark appears ; 

True friendlhip, like a rifing fun. 

The foul’s horizon clears. 

A friend ’s an oprick to the mind 
With forrow clouded o’er ; 

And gives it" ftrength of %ht to fee 
Redrefs unfben before. 

Reafon is fomewhat rough in man; 

Extremely finooth and fair. 

When Ihe, tq grace her manly ftrength^ 
AITumes a female mr : 

A ^ Frieiid you have, and I 'the fame, 
Whofe prudent. Toft addrefs 
Will bring to fife 'thofe heaEug thoughts 
Which dy’d in your'diHrefs ; 

That iirifind, the fpirit of my theme 
Extrai^g for your eaft, ^ 

Wm leave to me the dreg, in thoughts 
Too common; fuch^s thefe; 


* Mrs, Montague, 



resignation* Part L ic^ 

Let thofe lament, to witom full bowls 
Of fparkling joys are given ; 

That triple bane inebriates Hfe, 

Imbitters deaths and hazards heaven: 

Woe to the^ foul at perfed eafe ! 

*Tis brewing perfed pains ; 

Lull’d reafon deeps, the pulfe is king ; 

Defpotic body reigns : 

Have you * ne’er pity’d joy^s gay fcenes. 

And deem’d their glory dark ? 

Alas ! poor Envy I file’s fione-blind,. 

And quite mifiakes her mark : 

Her mark lies hid in forrow’s lhades. 

But forxow well fubdued ; 

And in proud fortune’s- foown de%’<L 
By meek, unborrow’d good. 

By Relignation; all in that 
A double friend may find, 

A wing to heaven, and, while on earth,' 

The pillow of mankind.;^ 

On pillows void of down, for red 
Our reftlefs hopes we ij^ace; 

When hopes of heaven He warm at heart, r 
Our hearts lepofe in peace : 

The peap-e, which Re%narion yields. 

Who feel aloiie can gueis ; 

’Tis difheliev’dby murmuring mimisr 
They muft conclude it Ids 


♦ Mrs. Montague* 
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The lofs, or gdm, of that alone 
Have we to hope, or fear ; 

That fate controls, . and can invert 
The feafons of the year : 

O I the dark days> the year around. 

Of an impatient mind ? 

Through clouds, and dorms, a fummer breaks. 
To fiiine on the rehgnM : 

While man by that of every grace. 

And virtue, is poifefs^d ; 

Foul vice her pandasmonium builds 
In the rebellious bread ; 

By Relignation we defeat 
The word that can annoy; 

And fader, with far more reprfe; 

Than worldlings can enjoy. 

From fmall experience this I fpeak ; 

O 1 grant to thofe I love 

Experience fuller far, ye powers 
Who form our fates above I 

My love where due, if not to thole 
W'ho, - leaving grandeur, came 

To ihine on age in mean recefs. 

And light me to my theme I 

A theme themfelves ! A theme, how rare I 
The charms,,wMch they difplay. 

To triumph over captive heads. 

Are fet in bright array ; 


With 
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Witli Hs own arms proud man o^crcome^ 
His boafied laurels die : 

Learning and genius, wifer grown^ 

To female bofoms liy. 

This revolution, fix^d by fate. 

In fable was foretold ; 

The dark predifHon puzzled wits. 

Nor could the learned unfold : 

Bat as thofe* ladies works I read. 

They darted fuch axay. 

The latent fenfe burfl out at once. 

And Ihone in open day : 

So burft, full ripe, diilended fruits. 

When ftrongly Mkes the fun ; 

And from the purple grape unprefs’d 
Spontaneous xvedars run. 

Pallas, (’tis faid) when Jove grew dull, 
Forfook his drowfy brain 5 

And fprightly leap’d into the throne 
Of v^dom’s brighter reign j 

Her helmet took 5 that is, .Ihot ray« 

Of formidable wit ; 

And launce, — or, genius moll acutei 
Which lines immortal writ| 

And gorgon Meld,— or, power to fright 
Man^s folly, dreadful fhone, 

And many a blockhead (eafy change I J 
Turned,, inftantly, to Mne- 
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Our authors male, as, dieu, did Jove, 
Now icratck a damaged head. 

And call for what once quartered there. 
But find the goddefs fied, - 

The fruit of knowledge, golden fruit I 
That once forbidden tree, 

Hedg^d4n by furly man, is now 
To Britaiix^s daughters free : 

In Eve (we know) of fruit fo fair 
The noble thirfi began ; 

And they, like her, have caused a fall, 
A fall of fame in man : 

And fince of genius in our fex^ 

O Addifon I with thee 

The fun is fet; how I rejoice 
This filler lamp to fee ! 

it fiieds,-. like Cynthia, filver beams' 
On man's nodlurnal Hate ; 

Ks leflen'd light, and languid powers,. 
X lhow> whilil 1 relate. 
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“OUT what in either fex, beyond 
All parts, cnr glory crowns I 
« In raising feafons to be calu. 

And fmile, when fortune frowns.’^ 

Heaven’s choice is fafer than our own ; 

Of ages paS encj[aire> 

What' the moil: formidable fate ? 

To have our own defire.” 

if, in yoar wrath, the worft of foes 
You wiih extremely ill ; 

Expofe him to the thunder’s fboke. 

Or that of his Ovvn will. 

Y/hat numbers, ruihing down the fleep 
Of inclination ilrong. 

Have peiilh’d in their ardent wiih ! 

Wiili ardent, ever wrong ! 

’Tis Reiignation’s full rcverfe, 

Mofi: wrong, as it implies 
Error moil fatal in our choice. 

Detachment from the ikies* 

By doling with the ikies, we make 
Omnipotence our own ; 

That done, how formidable ill’s 
Whole army is o’erthrownf 
VoL. LxYir. i. 
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No Itmger impotent, and frail, 

Ourfeives above we rife : 

We fcarce believe ourfeives below 1 
We trefpafs on the ikies I 

'Phe Lord, the foul, and fource of all, 
WMlli man enjoys his eafe. 

Is executing human will. 

In earth, and air, and feas ; 

Beyond us, what can Angels boall ? 
Archangels what require I 

Whatever below, above, is done. 

Is done as— defire. 

"What glory this for man & mean, 

Whofe life is but a fpan I 

This is meridian majefty I 
This, the fublime of man ! 

Beyond the boafi of pagan fong 
My facred fubje<fl Ihines ! 

And for a foil the lufire takes 
Of Romeos exalted lines. 

" All, that the fan furveys, fubdued. 

But Cato's mighty mind/' 

How grand I mofi: true ; yet far beneath 
The foal of the Refign’d ; 

To more than kingdoms, mote than worlds. 
To paflion that gives law ; 

Its matchlefs empire could have kept 
Great Cato^s pride in awe j 
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TKat fatal pride, whole cmcl point 
Transfix’d his noble breaH ; 

Far nobler i if his fate faiam’d 
Had left to heaven the rel!: ; 

Then he the palm had borne away. 

At diflance Csefar thrown 5 

Put him off cheaply with the world. 

And made the ikies his own. 

What cannot Refignation do ? 

It wonders can perform ; 

That powerful charm, “ Thy will be done,” 
Can lay the louded Hoito* 

Come, Refignation I then, from fields. 
Where, mounted on the wing, 

A wing of fiame, blefs Martyr’s fouls 
Afcended to their King: 

Who is it calls thee ? one whole need 
Tranfcends the common fize ; 

Who Hands in front againll a foe 
To which none equal rife : 

in front he Hands, the brink he treads 
Of an eternal Hate; 

Ko»v dreadful \m appointed poll \ 

How ftrongly arm’d by fate: 

His threatening foe I what lhadows deep 
Overwhelm, his gloomy brow ! 

liis dart tremendous !— ~at fourfcorc 
My foie afylum, thou t 
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Haie, then, O ReEgiaatioii 1 
’Tis thine to reconcile 

My foe, and me ; at thy approach. 

My foe begins to fmile 

O ! for that fninmit of my wllh, 

Whilfi here I draw my breath. 

That promife of eternal life, 

A glorious fmile in death : 

What light. Heaven’s azure arch beneath. 
Has mofl: of Heaven to boalt ? 

The man rehgn’d ; at once ferene. 

And giving up the ghofi. 

At death’s arrival they ihall fmile. 

Who, not in life o’er gay. 

Serious, and frequent thought fend out 
To meet him on his way: 

My gay Coasvals ! (fuch there are) , 

If happinefs is dear; 

Approaching death’s alarming day 
Difcreetly let us fear : 

The fear of death is truly vv^e. 

Till wifdom can life higher j 

And, arm’d with pious fortitude. 

Death dreaded once, dehre : 

Gland cUmaderk vanities 
The vaineft will derpifc j 

Shock’d, when beneath the fnow of age, 
Man iinmaturely dies:* 
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But am not I myfelf the man i 
No need abroad to roam 
In quefl of faults to be chaiHs^d ; 

What caufe to blufli ht home i 

In life’s declme, when men relapfe 
Into the fports of youth. 

The fccond child out- fools the hrii. 

And tempts the iaih of truth ; 

Shall a mere truant from the grave 
With rival boys engage ? 

His trembling voice attempt to iing. 

And ape the poet’s rage ! 

Here, Madam ! kt me viht one. 

My fault who, partly, lhares. 

And tell myfelf, by telling him. 

What more becomes our years ; 

And if your breai^ with prudent zeal 
For Refignadon glows. 

You will not ddapprove a juil 
Refentment at its foes. 

In youth, Voltaire ! our foibles plead 
For fome indulgence due ; 

When heads are white, their thoughts and aims 
Should change their colour too : 

How are you cheated by your wit I 
Old age is bound to pay. 

By nature’s law, a mind difcreet, 

For joys it takes away 5 



YOUNG^S POEMS. 


Ilf 


A mighty change is wrought by years, 

Reverhng human lot ; 

In age ’tis honour to lie hid. 

Its praife to be forgdt ; 

The wife, as flowers, which fpread at noon. 

And all their charms expofe. 

When evening damps, and fliades defcend. 

Their evolutions clofe. 

What though your„Mufe has nobly foar^d# 

Is that our true fublime ? 

Ours, hoary fiiend I is to prefer 
Eternity to time : 

Why clofe a life fo jufliy fam’d 
With fuch bold tralh as * this I 

This for renown ? yes, Tuch as makes 
Obfcurity a blifs : 

Your tralh, with mine, at open war. 

Is + obfBnately bent. 

Like wits below, to fow your tares 
Of gloom and difcontent : 

With fo much funffeine at command, 

Wliy light with darknefs mix ? 

Why dafli with pain our pleafure ? why 
Your Helicon with Styx i 

Your works in our divided imnds 
Repugnant paflions raife. 

Confound us with a double flroke. 

We ih udder whHfl we praife ; 

A curioud 


Candide. 4 Second Part. 
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A carious web, as finely wrought 
As genius can infpire. 

From a black bag of potfon fpun. 

With, horror we admii?^ 

Mean aMt i$, if this is read 
With a difikinfui air, 

I cank forgive fo great a £oc 
To my dear friend Vdtaire : 

Early I knew him, early prais’d. 

And long to praife him late ; 

-His genius greatly I admire. 

Nor would deplore his fate ; 

A fate how much to be deplor’d! 

At which our nature Harts ; 

Forbear to fall on your own fword. 

To perifh by your parts; 

But great your name”— To feed on airj, 

Were then immortals born ? 

Notlung is great, of which more great. 

More glorious is the fcorn. 

Can fame your carcafe from the worm 
Which gnaws us in the grave, 

-Or foul from that which never dies. 

Applauding Europe fave ? 

But fame you lofe; good fenfe alone 
Your idol, praife can claim.; 

When wild wit murders happmefs* 

It puts to death our fame \ 

I 4 
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Nor boaft yoar genias, talents bright, 

Ev’n dunces will defpife, 

If in your weS-ern b^ams is mifs’d 
A genius for the ©es ; 

Your tafle too fails ; what moft excels 
True taite mull: reliih moh ! 

And what, to rival palms above. 

Can proudeli laurels boaft ? 

Sound heads falvation^s * helmet feek, 
Refplendent are its rays. 

Let that fuftice ; it needs no plume. 

Of fublunary praife. 

May this enable couch’d Voltaire 
To fee that — f All is right,” 

His eye, by jflaih of wit ftruck blind, 

Reftoring to its fight ; 

If fo, all ’s well : who much have err’d. 

That much have been forgiven ; 

I fpeak with joy, with joy he’ll hear, 

Voltaires are, now, in heaven.” 

Nay, fuch philanthopy divine. 

So boundlefs in degree. 

Its marvellous of love extends 
(Stoop moft profound 1) to me: 

Let others cruel ftars arraign. 

Or dwell on their diftrefs ; 

But let my page, for mercies pour’d, 

A greatful heart exprefs : 

IValking, 

Fphef. vi. 17. f Which his romance Tidicules. 
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Walking, the prefent God was feen. 

Of old, in Eden fair; 

Tke God as prefent, byg^lain ileps 
Of provi<ientiaI carej 

I behold" paffing through my lifej 
His awful voice I hear ; 

And, confcioas of my nakednefs. 

Would hide myfelf for fear ; 

-Eut where the trees, or where the clouds. 
Can cover from his fight ? 

Naked the center to that eye. 

To which the fun is night. 

As yonder glittering lamps on high 
Through night illumin’d roll ; 

Maty thoughts of him, by whom they fliine. 
Chafe darknefs from my foul ; 

My foul, which reads his hand as clear 
In my minute affairs. 

As in his ample manufcript 
Of fun, and moon, and Ears; 

And knows him not more bent aright 
To wield that vaE machine. 

Than to correct one erring thought 
In my fmall world within ; 

A world, that fhall furvive the fall 
Of all his wonders here ; 

Survive, when funs ten thoufand drop. 

And leave a darken’d fphere. 
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Yon matter grofe, how bright it ihines I 
For time how great his care ! 

Sure fpirit and eterni|ty 
Far richer glories ^’'.are ; 

iet thofe our hearts imprefs, on thofe 
Our contemplation dwell ; 

On thofe my thoughts how julHy thrown. 
By what I now lhall tell: 

•When backward with attentive mind 
Life's labyrinth I trace, 

V I find him far myielf beyond 
Propitious to my peace : 

Through all the crooked paths I trod 
My folly he purfued ; 

My heart aHray to quick return 
Importunately woo’d 5 

Due Relignation home to prefs 
On my capricious will. 

How many refcues did I meet. 

Beneath the malk of ill ! 

How many foes in ambufh laid 
Beneath my foul^s defire ! 

The deepeft penitents are made 
By what we molt admire. 

rHave I not fometimes (real good 
So little mortals know!) 

Mounting the fummit of my wifc^ 
Profoundly plunged in woe ? 


I rarely 
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I rarely plaanM^ bat c^e I foaad 
My plan’s defeat to blels ; 

Oft i lamented an event: 

It turn’d to my faccefd 

^y fliarpen’d a|^>eme to ^ve 
To good iatenfe deligbt, 

Througb dark and deep perplexities 
He led me to the right. 

And is not this the glocmiy path. 

Which you are treading nowf 

The path mod glooaiy leads to Hght, 
When our proud padicms bow : 

When labouring under fancy’d ill. 

My fpirits to fuilain, 

.He kindly cur’d with ibvercign draught® 
Of unimagin’d pain. 

Pain’d fenfe from fency’d tyranny 
Alone can fet us free ; 

A thoufand miferks we feel. 

Till funk in mifery. 

Cloy’d ’vtdth a glut of all we wilh. 

Our wiih we reliHi lefs ; 

Succefs, a fort of fuicide. 

Is ruin’d by fuccefs ; 

Sometimes he led me near to deatfe 
And, pointing to the grave. 

Bid terror wMfper kind adme ; 

And taught the tomb to fwe: 
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To raife my thoughts beyond where worlds 
As -Tpangles o’er us ihine. 

One day he gave, bid the next 
My ibul’s deligh^’liefign. 

We to ourfelves, but through the means 
Of mirrors, are unknown; 

In this my fate can you defcry 
No features of your own ? 

And if you can, let that excufe 
Thefe-felf recording lines ; 

.A record,. modefty forbids. 

Or to fmall bound confines : 

In grief why deep ingulph’d ? You fee 
You fafier nothing rare; 

Uncommon grief for common fate ! 

That wifdom cannot bear. 

When fiream’s flow backward to their fource. 
And humbled flames defcend. 

And mountains wing’d fhall fly aloft. 

Then human forrows end ; 

Put human prudence too mufi ceafe. 

When forrows domineer. 

When fortitude has loft its fire. 

And freezes into fear : 

The pang moft poignant of my life 
Now heightens my delight ; 

I fee a fair creation rife 
Prom chaos, and old night 


From 
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From what feem’d horror, and defpair. 
The richeil harvefi rofe ; 

And gave me in the 
An abfolute repofe. 

Of all the plunders of manland. 

More grofs, or frequent, none. 

Than in their grief and joy mifplac’d. 
Eternally are fhown. 

Bat whither points all tHs parade ? 

It fays, that near you lies 

A book, perhaps, yet nnpcrus’d. 

Which you ihould greatly prize : 

Of felf-perufal, fcience rare i ’ 

Few know the mighty gam ; 

Learned Prelates, felf-unread, may read 
Their Bibles o’er in vain : 

Self-knowledge, which from heaven itfelf 
(So fages tell us) came. 

What is it„ but a daughter fair 
Of my maternal theme ? 

UnletterM, and untravel’d men 
An oracle might find. 

Would they confalt their own contents. 
The Deiphos of the mind^ 

Enter your bofom ; there you ’ll meet 
A revelation new, 

A revelation perfonal j 

Which none can read but you* 




There 
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THere will you clearly read reveaPd 
In your enlighten’d thought. 

By mercies manifold, through life. 

To frefh remelmbi^nce brought, , 

A mighty Being ! and in Him 
A complicated friend, 

A father, brother, ipoufe ; no dread 
Of death, divorce, ~ or end : 

Who fuch a matchlefs friend embrace, , 

And lodge him in their heart. 

Fall well, from agonies exempt. 

With other friends may part : 

As when overloaded branches bear^ 

Large clufters big with wine. 

We fcarce regret one falling leaf 
From the luxuriant vine. 

My fhort advice to you may, found . 

Obfcure or fomewhat odd. 

Though ’tis the beli that man can give,~ 

" Ev’n be content with God.P 

Through love he gave you the deceas’d. 

Through greater took him hence j 

This reafoa fuliy could evince. 

Though murmur’d at by fenfe# 

This friend, far pa^ the kindeil kind. 

Is pafl the greateft great; 

His greatnefs let me touch in points 
Not foreign to your date ; 

His 
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His eye, this mhmtf reads your heart | 

A truth lefs obvious hear; 

This inHant its moft fecre^ thoughts 
Are founding in his eJ'.^ 

Difpute you this? O ! iland in awe. 

And ceafe your ibrrow ; knowv 

That tears now trickling down. He &w 
Ten thoufand years ago ; 

And twicejcen thoufand hence, if you 
Your temper reconcile 

To reafon’s bound, will he behold 
Your prudence with a fnnle; 

A fmile, which through eternity 
DiiFufes fo bright rays. 

The dimmift deifies e’en guilt. 

If gmit, at laft, <^ys ; 

Your guilt (for guilt it is to naonns, . 

When fuch a fovereign rcdgns) 

Tour guilt diminilh; peace purfuej 
How glorious peace in pains ! 

Here, then, your Ibrrows ceafe; if not. 

Think how unhapj^ they, 

Who guilt increafe by ireanung tears^ 

Which guilt feodd wafe away ; 

Of tears that gufii profufe refirain ; 

Whence burft thofe difinal fighs ? 

They from the thrd>bing breaft of one 
{Strange truth !) moil happy rife; 


Not 
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Not angels (hear it, and exult!) 

Enjoy a larger fhare 

Than is indulged to 3 m, and yours. 

Of God*s imparti^care; 

Anxious for each, as if on each 
His care for all was thrown ; 

For all his care as abfolute. 

As all had been but one. 

And is He then fo near 1 fo kind 1 — 

How little then, and great, 

That riddle, man 1 0 1 let me gaze 
At wonders in his fate 5 

His fate, who yefterday did crawl 
A worm from darknefs deep. 

And fhail, with brother-worms, beneath- 
A turfi to-morrow fleep ; 

How mean! — And yet, if well obeyed 
His mighty Mader*s call. 

The whole creation for mean man 
Is deem’d a boon too fmall : 

Too fmall the whole creation deem’d^ 

For emmets in the daft I 

Account amazing I yet moft true ; 

My fong is bold, yet juft : 

Man born for infinite, in whom 
Nor period can deftroy 

The power, in exquilite extremes^ 

To fuffer, or enjoy ; 

Gm 
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Give Mm eartVs empire (if m more) 
He’s beggar’d, and undone 1 

Imprifon’d in unbounded^fpace ! 
Benighted by the fun ! ^ 

For what the fun’s meridian blaze 
To the mofi: feeble ray 

\TMch glimmers from the diilant dawa 
Of uncreated day ? 

’Tis not the Poet’s rapture feign’d 
Swells here the vain to pleafe 5 

The mind moil fober kindles moil 
At truths fublime as thefe j 

They warm e’en me. — I dare not fay. 
Divine ambition flrove 

Not to blefs only, but confound. 

Nay, flight us with its love; 

And yet fo frightful what, or kind. 

As that the rending rock. 

The darken’d fun, and rifbg dead. 

So formidable Ipoke ? 

And are we darker than that fun f 
Than rocks more hard, and blind ? 

We are; — ^if not to fuch a God 
In agonies refign’d- 

Yes, e’en in agonies forbear 
To doubt almighty love ; 

Whate’er endears eternity. 

Is mercy from above ; 

Yol. XLIL 
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What moil: imbitters time, that moil: 

Eternity endears. 

And thus, by plunging in diiirefs. 

Exalts us to the fplveres ; 

Joy’s fountain head ! where blifs o’er blifs. 

O’er wonders wonders rife. 

And an Omnipotence prepares 
Its banquet for the wife : 

Ambroilal banquet ! rich in wines 
Nedareous to the foul 1 

What tranfports fparkle from the ilream. 

As angels fill the bowl ! 

Fountain profufe of every blifs I 
Good-will immenfe prevails ; 

Man’s line can’t fathom its profound ; 

An angel’s plummet fails. 

Thy love and might, by what they know. 

Who judge, nor dream of more ; 

They aJk a drop, how deep the fea 1 
One fand, how wide the ihore ? 

Of thy exuberant good-will. 

Offended Deity ! 

The thoufandth part who comprehends, 

A deity is He. 

How yonder ample assure field 
With radiant worlds is fown \ 

How tubes ailonifh us with thofe 
More deep in sether thrown I 

And 
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And thofe beyond of brighter worlds 
Why not a million more 

In lieu of anfwer, let us all 
Fail profbrate, and ad^re* 

Since thou art infinite in power. 

Nor thy indulgence iefs ; 

Since man, quite impotent and blind. 

Oft drops kite difbrefs ; 

Say, what is Refignadon ? 'Tis 
Man’s weaknefs underfiood ; 

And wirdom grafping, vrith an hand 
Far llronger, every good- 

Let rafh repmers Hand appaHM, 

In Thee who dare not truii ; 

Whofe abjed fouls, like demons dark. 

Are murmuring in the duH; 

For man to murmur, or repine 
At what by Thee is done. 

No lefs abfurd, than to complain 
Of darknefs in the fan- 

WTio would not, with an heart at eafe. 

Bright eye, unclouded brow, 

Wifdom and goodnefe at the helm. 

The rougkefi; oce^ ploagh f 

WTiat, though I iwallow’d in the deep ? 
Though mountains o^er me roar i 

Jehovah reigns i as Jonah fafe, 

I ’m landed, and adore : 

K z The 
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Tiiy will IS welcome, bt it wear 
Its moil tremendous form ; 

Roar, waves ; rage, vvinds I I know, that Tkou 
Canil fave me by a/ilorm. 

From Thee immortal fpirks born. 

To Thee, their fountain, flow. 

If wife ; as curl'd t^round to theirs 
Meandering flreams below: 

Not lefs compelled by Reafon’s call. 

To Thee our fouls afpire. 

Than to thy ikies, by nature’s law. 

High mounts material fire ; 

To Thee afpiring they exult, 

I feel my fpirits rife, 

I feel myfelf thy fon, and pant 
For patrimonial ikies ; 

Since ardent thirft of future good. 

And generous fenfe of pail. 

To Thee man’s prudence ilrongly ties. 

And binds afFedlion fail ; 

Since great thy love, and great our want. 

And men the wifeil blind. 

And blifs our aim ; pronounce us all 
I)iilra<5led, or refign’d ; 

Refign’d through duty, interell, fhame ; 

Deep ihame ! dare I complain. 

When (wondrous Truth I) in heaven itfelf 
Joy ow’d its birth to pain i 

And 
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And pain for me 1 for me was dram*d 
Gall’s overflowing bowl ; 

And {ball one drop to rnurmur bold 
Provoke my guilty foal ? 

If pardon’d this, what caufe, what crime 
Can indignation raife f 

The fun was lighted up to fhme. 

And man was born to praife j 

And when to praife the man ihall ceafe. 

Or fun to ftrike the view ; 

A cloud diihonours both ; but man’s 
The blacker of the two : 

For oh I Ingratitude how black I 
With mod: profound amaze 

At love, which man belov’d o’erlooks, 

Aftonilh’d angels gaze. 

Praife chears, and warms, like generous wine ; 
Praife, more divine than prayer ; 

Prayer points our ready path to heaven; 

Praife is already there. 

Let plaulive Refignation adfe. 

And banifh all complaint ; 

All virtues thronging into one. 

It Emihes the faint ; 

Makes the man blefs’d, as man can be ;] 

Life’s labours renders light ; 

Darts beams through fate’s incumbent gloom> 

And lights our fun by night; 

E 3 Tu 
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’Tis nature’s brighteil ornament. 

The richeH gift of grace, 

Eival of angels, and f^preme 
Proprietor of peace r; 

Nay, peace beyond, no fmall degree 

Of rapture ’t will impart ; 

Know, Madam 1 when your heart ’s in heaven, 
« All heaven is in your heart.” 

But who to heaven their hearts can raife ? 
Deny’d divine fupport. 

All virtue dies ; fupport divine 
The wife with ardour court : 

When prayer partakes the feraph’s iire, 

’Tis mounted on his wing, 

Burfts through heaven’s cryfta! gates, and gains 
Sure audience of its long : 

The labouring Ibul from fore dillrefs 
That blefs’d expedient frees ; 

I fee you far advanc’d in peace ; 

I fee you on your knees : 

How on that pofture has the beam 
Divine for ever fhone ! 

An humble heart, God’s * other feat I 
The rival of his throne : 

And fioops Omnipotence fo low I 
And condefeends to dweh. 

Eternity’s inhabitant. 

Well pleas’d, in fuch a cell ? 


* Ifakh lvii« 15* 
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Such honour how ihall we repay ? 

How treat our guefl divine ? 

The facriface fupreme be ilain I 
Let felf-will die : Re%n. 

Thus far, at large, on our difeafe; 

Now let the caufe be Ihown, 

Whence rifes, and will ever rife. 

The difmal human groan : 

What our foie fountain of dilirefe ? 

Strong paflion for this fcene ; 

That trifles make important, things 
Of mighty moment mean ; 

When earth’s dark maxims poifon ihed 
On our polluted fouls. 

Our hearts and interefls fly as far 
Afunder, as the poles ; 

Like princes in a cottage nurs'd. 
Unknown their royal race. 

With abje^l aims> and fordid joys. 

Our grandeur we difgrace; 

O ! for an Archimedes new. 

Of moral powers polTefs’d, 

The world to move, and <juite expel 
That trmtor from the breafh 

No fmaE advantage may be reap’d 
From thought whence we defcend ; 
From weighing well, and prizing weigh’d 
Our origin, and end : 

k:4 


From 
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From far above the glorious fun 
To this dim fcene we came ; 

And may, if wife, foj* ever balk. 

In great Jehovah’s beam : 

Let that bright beam on Reafon rout’d 
In awefui luftre rife. 

Earth’s giant-ills are dwarf’d at once. 
And all difquiet dies. 

Earth’s glories too their iplendour lofe, 
Thofe phantoms charm no more 5 

Empire’s a feather for a fool. 

And Indian mines are poor : 

Then level’d quite, whilft yet alive. 
The monarch and his Have ; 

Not wait enlighten’d minds to learn 
That leifon from the grave : 

A George the Third would then be low 
As Lewis in renown. 

Could he not boaft of glory more 
Than fparkles from a crown. 

When human glory rifes high 
As human glory can; 

When, though the King is truly great. 
Still greater is the Man ; 

The man is dead, where virtue fails ; 
And though the Monarch proud 

In grandeur fhines, his gorgeous robe 
X but a gaudy fliroud. 


Wifdom ! 
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Wifdom ! where an thou ? None on earth. 
Though grafping wealth, fame, power. 

But what, O death 1 through thy approach. 
Is wifer every hour ; • 

Approach how fvvift, how unconfin^d ! 
Worms feail on viands rare, 

Thofe little epicures have kings 
To grace their bill of fare : 

From kings what refignation due 
To that almighty will. 

Which thrones bellows, and, when they fail. 
Can throne them higher llill ? 

Who truly great ? The good and brave. 
The mailers of a mind 

The will divine to do refolvM, 

To fuffer it refign’d. 

Madam 1 if that may give it weighty 
The trifle you receive 

Is dated from a folenrn fcene. 

The border of the grave ; 

Where llrongly Hrikes the trembling fod 
Eternity’s dread power. 

As burning on it through the thin 
Partition of an hour; 

Hear this, Voltaire ! but this from me, 
Runs hazard of your frown ; 

However, fpare it ; ere you die 
Such thoughts wiE be your own. 


In 



YOUNG^S POEMS. 


m 

In mercy to yourfelf forbear 
My notions to chaftife. 

Left unawares the gay^ Voltaire 
Should blame Voltaire the wife : 

Fame’s trumpet rattling in your ear, 

Now, makes us dilagree ; 

When a far louder trumpet founds* 

Voltaire will clofe with me : 

How Ihocking is that modeliy. 

Which keeps fome honell men 

From urging what their hearts fuggeil. 
When brav’d by folly’s pen 

Aifatilting truths, of which in all 
Is fown the facred feed 1 

Our conlHtudon ’s orthodox. 

And clofes with our creed : 

What then are they, whofe proud conceits 
Superior wifdom boail ? 

Wretches, who fight their own belief. 

And labour to be loft I 

Though Vice, by no fuperior joys 
Her heroes keeps in pay ; 

Through pure dilintereiled love 
Of ruin they obey I 

Strid their devotion to the wrong. 

Though tempted by no prize 5 

Hard their commandments, and their creed 

s/k magazine of lyes 
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From fancy forge : gay fancy finiles 
At reafon plain, and cool ; 

Fancy, wliofe curious tr^de it is 
To make tks Enell fool* 

Voltaire 1 long life’s tke greateft curfe 
That mortals can receive. 

When they iEnagine the chief end 
Of liting is to Eve ; 

Quite thoughtlefs of their day of death. 

That birth-day of their f^row I 
Knowing, it may be diftant far. 

Nor crufh them dll— -to-morrow. 

Thefe are cold, northern thoughts, conceiv’d 
Beneath an humble cot; 

Not mine, your genius, or your Hate, 

No * caftle is my lot : 

But foon, quite level lhall we Ee;- 
And, what pride moft bemoans. 

Our parts, in rank fo difUnt now. 

As level as our bones ; 

Hear you that found t Alarming found f 
Prepare to meet your fate I 
One, who writes Finis to our works. 

Is knocking at the gate ; 

Far other works will foon be weigh’d; 

Far other judges Et; 

Far other crowns be loft or won. 

Than fire ambitious tvit : 


• Letter to L§rd Lytleftoa. 
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Their wit far brighteft will be prov’d^ 
Who funk it in good fenfe ; 

And veneration moH profound 
Of dread Omnipotence, 

^Tis that alone unlocks the gate 
Of bieft Eternity ; 

O I may’ll thou never, never lofe 
That more than * golden key 1 

Whatever may feem too rough excufe. 
Your good I have at heart : 

Since from my foul I wifh you well ; 

As yet we muft not part : 

Shall you, and I, in love with life. 
Life’s future fchemes contrive. 

The world in wonder not unjuft. 

That we are ftill alive ? 

What have we left ? How mean in man 
A lhadow’s lhade to crave ! 

When life, fo vain 1 is vainer ftill, 

’Tis time to take your leave : 

Happier, than happieft life, is death. 
Who falling in the field 

Of conflid mth his rebel will. 

Writes Vici, on his Ihield 5 

So falling man, immortal heir 
Of an eternal prize ; 

Undaunted at the gloomy grave, 
Befcends into the Ikies. 


* Alluding to PruJSa* 
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O 1 how diforder’d our machine, 

\^nien ccntradidioiis mix ! 

When nature iirikes no fs than twelve. 
And foiiy points at fix i 

To mend the moments of your heart. 

How great is my delight 

Gently to wind your morals up. 

And fet your liand aright t 

That hand, which fjrrcad your wifdom wide 
To poifon aidant land^ : 

Repent, recant ; toe ta. ued age 
Your antidote demziids; 

To Satan dieadfally reign’d. 

Whole herds rufh duvm the deep 

Of folly, by lewd wits pofiefs’d. 

And penih in the deep. 

Men’s praiie your vanity porfues ; 

’Tis well, purfue it IHll ; 

But let it be of men deceas’d. 

And you ’ll refign the will ; 

And how fuperior they to thofe 
At whofe applaule you aim; 

How very far fuperior they 
In number, and in name ! 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


THUS have I written, when to write 
No mortal {hould prefume ; 

Or only write, what none can blame, 
Htc jacet—^fox his tomb : 

The public frowns, and cenfures loud 
My puerile employ ; 

Though juft the cenfure, if you fmile. 
The fcandal I enjoy; 

Ifut ling no more— *no more I ling 
Or reaifume the lyre, 

Unlefs vouchfaPd an humble part 
Where Raphael leads the choir : 

Whzt myriads fwell the concert loud ! 
Their golden harps refound 

High, as the footftool of the throne. 
And deep, as hell profound ; 

Hell (horrid contraft !) chord and fong 
Of raptur’d angels drowns 

In felf-will’s peal of blafphemies. 

And hideous burft of groans ; 

JBut drowns them not to me ; I hear 
Harmonious thunders roil 

(In language low of men m fpeak) 
From echoing pole to pole ! 


^YhUft 
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Wliili!: tills grand chorus fhakes dbe Ikies-— 
Above, beneath the fun, 

„ Through boundlefs age*, by men, by gods, 
Jehovah’s v.ili be dose.” 

’Tis done in heaven ; whence headlong hurPd 
Self-will with Satan fell ; 

And muH from earth be banilh’d too. 

Or earth’s another hell ; 

Madam t felf-wll inSids your pains : 

Self-v.’ill ’s the deadly foe 

Which deepens all the difmal ihades. 

And points the (hafts of woe ; 

Your debt to nature fully paid. 

Now virtue claims her due: 

But virtue’s caufe I need not plead, 

’Tis fafe ; I write to You : 

You know, that virtue’s bafis lies 
In ever judging right; 

And wiping error’s clouds away. 

Which dim the mental fight ; 

Why mourn the dead ? you wrong the grave, 
“From fiorm that fiife refijrt ; 

We are fiill toffing out fea. 

Our admiral in port. 

Was death deay’d, this wcnrld, a fcene 
How difmal and forlorn I 

To death we owe, that ’tis ^ mm 
A blefling to be bom ; 




When 
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When every other bleffing fails. 

Or Tapp’d by flow decay. 

Or, florm’d by fuddeivblafts of fate. 

Is fwiftly whirl’d away ; 

How happy I that no florm, or time. 

Of death can rob the jufl ! 

None pluck from their unaching heads 
Soft pillows in the dull ! 

Well-pleas’d to bear heaven’s darkefl frown. 

Your utmofl power employ ; 

’Tis noble chemiflry to turn 
Neceflity to joy. 

Whatever the colour of my fate. 

My fate fhall be my choice : 

Determin’d am I, whilfl I breathe. 

To praife and to rejoice ; 

What ample caufe I triumphant hope I 
O rich eternity I 

I flart not at a world in flames. 

Charm’d with one gHmpfe of thee 

And thou I its great inhabitant P 
How glorious dofl thou ftiine I 

And dart through forrow, danger, death, 

A beam of joy divine I 

The void of joy (with fome concern 
The truth fevere I tell) 

Is an impenitent in guilt, 

A fool or infldel j 

WHgh 
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Weigh this, ye pupils ofYokaire! 

From joylefs murmur free ; 

Or, let us know, wHch clnra 0 :er 
Shall crown you of the three^ 

Refgn, reiign this leffon none’ 

Too deeply can iniHll ; 

A crown has been reilgn’d by more. 

Than have reifign’d the will ; 

Though will refign’d the meaneH makes 
Superior in renown. 

And richer in celeiHal eyes, 

Than he w'ho wears a crown j 

Hence, in the bofom cold of ag^ 

It kindled a llrange aim 

1 o Ihine in fongj and bid me boail 
The * grandeur of my theme 5 

But oh 1 how far prefumption fails 
Its lofty theme below ! 

Our thoughts in life’s December freeze. 

And numbers ceafe to flow. 

Firidl greatefl: ! bell! grant what I wrote- 
For others, ne’er may rife 

To brand the writer; thou alone 
Canfl; make our wifdom wife ; 

And how un^e I how deep in guilt I 
How infamous the fault I 
A teacher throned in pomp of words#. 

«« Indeed, beneatkthe taught !” 

Tot. LXIL L 
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Means moft infallible to make 
The world an infidel ; 

And, with inftnidion^ moll divine^ 

To pave a path to hell ; 

O ! for a clean ^nd ardent heart, 

O I for a foul on &re^ 

Thy praife, begun on earth, to found 
Where angels Hring the lyre ; 

How cold is man ? to him how hard 
(Hard, what mofi: eafy feems) 

To fet a juJl efleem on that. 

Which yet he — mofi: efteems.” 

What fhall we Iky, when boundlefs blifi* 
Is ofier’d to^ankind. 

And, to that offer when a race 
Of rationals is blind ? 

Of human nature ne’er too high 
Are our ideas wrought ; 

Of human merit ne’er too low 
Deprefs’d the daring thought. 
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ON THE LATE QJJEEN'S DEATH. 


HIS MAJESTY'S ACCESSION TO THE THRONE. 

<DIR, I have long, and with impatience, fought, 

^ To eafe the fuUnefs of my grateful thought. 

My fame at once, and duty to purfue. 

And pleafe the public, by relped to you. 

Though you, ^ohg fince beyond Britannia known. 
Have fpread your country’s glory with your own ; ' 

To me you never did more lovely ihine, 

Than when fo late the kindled wrath divine 
Quench’d our ambition, in great Anna’s fate. 

And darken’d all the pomp of human Rate. 

Though you are rich in fame, and fame decay. 
Though rais’d in life, and greatnefs fade away. 

Your ludre brightens : virtue cuts the gloom 
With purer rays, and fparkles near a tomb. 

Know, fir, the great eileem and honour due, 

1 chofe that moment to profels to you. 

When fadnefs reign’d, when fortune, fo fevere. 

Had warm’d our bolbms to be mod iincere. 

And when no motives could have force to raife 
A ferious vali^ and provoke my praife. 

But fuch as rife above, and far tranfcend 
Whatever glories with this world lhall end, 

h 3 Then 
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Then ihining forth, when deepeft lhades ihall bid 
The fun’s bright orb, and Cato be forgot. 

I iing — ^but ah 1 my theme I need not tell. 

See every eye with confcicus forrow fwell : 

Who now to verfe would raife his humble voice. 
Can only fhew his duty, not his choice. 

How great the weight of grief our hearts fuftain [ 
We languiih, and to fpeak is to complain. 

Let us look back, (for who too oft can view 
That moil illuftrious fcene, for ever New!) 

See all the feaibns Ihine on Anna’s throne. 

And pay a conilant tribute, not their own. 
lier Summer’s heats nor fruits alone bellow. 

They reap the harvefl:, and fubdue the foe; 

And when black llorms confefs the diftant fun, 

Her winters wear the wreaths, her fummers won. 
Revolving pleafures in their turns appear. 

And triumphs are the produ0: of the year. 

To crown the whole, great joys in greater ceafe. 
And glorious vuSlory is loll in peace. 

Whence this profuiion on our favour’d ille ? 
Did partial fortune on our virtue fmile ? 

Or did the fceptre, in great Anna’s hand, 

Stretch forth this rich idulgence o’er our land ? 
Ungrateful Britain I .quit thy groundiefs claim. 
Thy queen vand thy good fortune are the fame. 

Hear, with alarms our trumpets fill the Iky ; 
’Tis Anna reigns ! the Gallic fquadrons fiy. 

We fpread our canvafs to the fouthern fbore ; 

’Tis Anna reigns ! the fouth reiigns her here. 
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Her virtue fmooths the tumult of the main. 

And fwells the held with mountains of the ilain. 

Argyll and Churchill but the glory lhare. 

While millions lie fubduedby Anna’s prayer. 

How great her zeal 1 how fervent her defire I 
How did her foul in holy warmth expire i 
Conllant devotion did her time divide. 

Not fet returns of pleafure or of pride. 

Not want of red, or the fun’^s parting ray. 

But hnilh’d duty, limited the day. 

How fweet fucceeding deep ! what lovely themes 
Smil’d in her thoughts, and foften’d all her dreams I 
Her royal couch defcending angels fpread. 

And join’d their wings a Ihelter o’er her head. 

Though Europe’s wealth and glory claim’d apart. 
Religion’s caufe reign’d midrefs of her heart : 

She faw, and griev’d to fee, the mean edate 
Of thofe who round the hallow’d altar wait ; 

She died her bounty, pkufly profufe. 

And thought it more her own in facred ufe. 

Thus on his furrow fee the tiller dand. 

And fill with genial feed his lavifh hand ; 

He truds the kindnefs of the fruitful plain. 

And providently icatters all his grain. 

What drikes my fight > does proud Auguda life 
New to behold, and awfully furprize I 
Her lofty brow more numerous turrets crown. 

And facred domes on palaces look down ; 

A noble pride of piety is fhown, 

And temples cad a ludre on the throne* 

h 4 Ho\y 
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How would this work another’s glory raife ! 

But Anna’s greatnefs robs her of the praife. 
Drown’d in a brighter blafse it difappears. 

Who di*y’d the widow’s, and the orphan’s tears r 
Who loop’d from high to fuccour the diftreil. 
And reconcile the wounded heart to red ? 

Great in her goodnefs, well could we perceive. 
Whoever fought, it was a queen that gave. 
Misfortune lod her name, her guiltlefs frown 
But made another debtor to the crown ; 

And each unfriendly droke, from fate we bore. 
Became our title to the regal dore. 

Thus injur’d trees adopt a foreign Ihoot, 

And their wounds -blofTom with a fairer fruit. 

Ye numbers, who on your misfortunes thriv’d. 
When fird the dreadful blad of fame arriv’d. 

Say what a diock, what agonies you felt. 

How did your fouls with tender anguifli melt I 
That grief vyhich living Anna’s love.fuppred. 
Shook like a temped every grateful bread. 

A fecond fate our linking fortunes try’d ! 

A fecond time our tender parents dy’d I 
Heroes returning from the .held we crown. 

And deify the haughty vklor’s frown. 

His Iplendid wealth too rafhly we admire. 

Catch the difeafe, and burn with equal fire : 
Wifely to fpend, is the great art of gain j 
And one reliev’d tranfcends a million flain. 

When time lhall alk, where once RamilKa lay. 
Or Danube flow’d that fwept whole troops away. 
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One drop of water, that refrelh^d the dryr^ 

.Shall rife a fountain of eternal Joy, 

But ah ! to that unknown and diftant date ; 

Is virtue’s great reward pufh’d off by fate ; 

Here random ihafts in every bread are found. 

Virtue and merit but provoke the wound. 

Auguft in native worth and regal date, 

Anna fate arbitrefs of Europe’s fate ; 

TO'didant realms did every accent dy, ^ 

And nations watch’d each motion of her eye. 

Silent, nor longer awful to beTeen, 

How fmall a fpot contains the mighty queen ! 

No throng of fuppliant princes mark the place. 

Where Britain’s greatnefs is compos’d in peace : 

The broken earth is fcarce difcern’d to rife. 

And a done tells us where the monarch lies. 

Thus end matured honours of the crown I 
This is the lad concludon of renown ! 

So when with idle fkill the wanton boy 
Breathes through his tube ; he fees, with eager joy^ 
The trembling bubble, in its riling fmall ; 

And by degrees expands the glittering ball. 

But when, to full perfeflion blown, it Hies 
High in the air, and Ihines in various dyes. 

The little monarch, with a falling tear. 

Sees his world burd at once, and difappean 
’Tis not in forrow to reverfe our doom. 

No groans unlock th’ inexorable tomb ! # 

Why then this fond indulgence of our woe I 
What fruit can rife, or what advantage flow 1 
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Yes, this advantage ; from our deep diHrefs 
We learn how much in George the Gods can blefs. 
Had a lefs glorious princefe left the throne. 

But half the hero had at fjrH been Ihown ; 

An Anna falling all the king employs. 

To vindicate from guilt our riling joys : 

Our joys arife and innocently Ihine, 

Aufpicious monarch ! what a praife is thine ! 

Welcome, %reat Hranger, to Britannia’s throne * 
Nor let thy country think thee all her own. 
vOf thy delay how oft did we complain ! 

Our hopes reach’d out, and met thee on the main. 
With prayer we fmooth the billows for thy fieet'; 
With ardent wifhes fill thy fwelEng Iheet ; 

And when thy foot took place on Albion’s Ihore, 
We bending blefs’d the Gods, and alk’d no more. 
What hand but thine Ihoidd conq 7cr and compofe, 
Join thofe whom intci ell joins, and chacc our foes r 
Repel the daring youth’s prcfumptuoui aim. 

And by his rival’s greatnefs gi\c him fame ? 

Now in fome foreign court he may fit down. 

And quit without a blulh the Britilh crown. 

Secure his honour, though he lofe his HorCj 
And take a lucky moment to be poor. 

Nor tliink, great lir, now firll, at this late hour. 
In Britain’s favour, you exert your power ; 

To us, far back in time, I joy to trace 
The numerous tokens of your princely grace. 
Whether you chofe to thunder on the Rhine, 
infpire grave councils, or in. courts to Ihine ; 
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In the more fcenes your genius was difpky’d. 

The greater debt was on Britannia laid : 

They all confpir’d this mighty man to raife. 

And your new fubje^Ss proudly ihare the ptaife. 

All fhare ; but may not we have leave to boail 
That we contemplate, and enjoy it mofl f 
This ancient nurfe of arts, indulg’d by fate 
On gentle Ifis’ bank, a calm retreat. 

For many rolling ages jnftly fam’d. 

Has through the world her loyalty proclaim’d ; 

And often pour’d (too well the truth is known 1 } 

Her Upod and treafure to fupport the tiirone ! 

For England’s church her latell accents drain’d ; 

And freedom with his dying hand retain’d. 

No wonder then her various ranks agree 
In all the fervencies of zeal for thee. 

What though thy birth a diilant kingdom boaft. 

And feas divide thee from the Britilh coaH ? 

The crown ’s impatient to enclofe thy head : 

Why ftay thy feet ? the cloth of gold is fpread. 

Our Erid obedience through the world lhall tell 
That king *s a Briton, who can govern well ! 


THE 
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the instalment. 

ITT 7 1 TH invocations fome their breaiis inflames, 

I need no Mufe, a Walpole is my theme. 

Ye mighty dead, ye garter’d fons of praife I 
Our morning tars 1 our boaft in former days I 
Which hovering o’er, your purple wings difplay. 
Lur’d by the pomp of this diHinguifh’d day. 

Stoop, and attend : by one, the knee be bound ; 
One, throw the mantle’s crimfon folds around ; 

By that, the fword on Ms proud thigh be plac’d ; 
This, clafp the diamond-girdle round his waili ; 

His bread:, with rays, let juft Godolphin ipread ; 
Wife Burleigh plant the plumage on Ms head ; 

And Edward own, fince firft he fix’d the race. 

None preft fair glory with a fwifter pace. 

When fate would call fome mighty genius forth 
To wake a drooping age to godlike worth. 

Or aid fome favourite king’s illuftrious toil. 

It bids his blood with generous ardour boil ; 

His blood, from virtue’s celebrated fource. 

Pour’d down the fteep of dme, a lengthen’d a)urfe5: 
That men prepar’d may juft attention pay. 

Warn’d by the dawn to "mark the glorious day,, 
When all the fcatter’d merits of Ms line 
Collefled to a point, intenfely ftiine. 

See, Britain, fee thy Walpole fbine from far. 

His anure ribboiv and his radiant fiar; 


Aftar 
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A flar that, with aufpicioas beams, ihall guide 
Thf vefTel fafe, through fortune's roughefl: tide. 

If peace Hill fmiles, by this ihall commerce fleer 
A finifh’d courfe, in triumph round the fphere ; 

And, gathering tribute from each diflant fhore. 

In Britain’s lap the world’s abundance pour. 

If war ’s ordain’d, this flar lhall dart its beams 
Through that black cloud which rifing from the Thames, 
With thunder, form’d of Brunfwick’s wrath, is fent 
To claim the feas, and awe the continent. 

This fhall dired it, where the bolt to throw, 

A flar for us, a comet to the foe. 

At this the Mufe fhall kindle, : 

My breaft, O Walpole, glows with gliteful fire. 

The llreams of royal bounty, turn’d by thee, 

Refrefh the dry dommns of poefy. 

My fortune fhews, when arts are Walpole’s care. 

What flender worth forbids us to defpair : 

Be this thy partial fmile from cenfure free ; 

’T was meant for merit, though it fell on me. 

Since Brunfwick’s fmile has authorizj’d my Mufe, 
Chafle be her condud, and fublime her views. 

FaMe praifes are the whoredoms of the pen. 

Which prolHtute fair fame to^worthlefs men : 

This profanation of celeflial fire 

Makes fools defpife, what wife men fliould admire. 

Let thofe I praife to diflant times be known. 

Not by their author’s merit, but their own. 

If others think the tafk is hard, to weed 
From verfe rank flattery’s vivacious feed. 


And 
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And rooted deep; one means mufl fet tliem free 
Patron I and patriot ! let them fing of thee. 

While vulgar trees ignobler honours wear. 

Nor thofe retain, when winter chills the year; 

The generous Orange, favourite of the fun. 

With vigorous charms can through the feafons run 
Defies the ftorm with her tenacious green ; 

And flowers and fruits in rival pomp are fcen t 
Where bloffoms fall, flill fairer blofibms fpring ; 
And midil their fvveets the /eather’d poets fing. 

On Walpole, thus, may pleas’d Britannia view 
At once her ornament and profit too ; 

The fruit of fervice, and the bloom of fame. 
Matur’d, and gilded by the royal beam. 

He, when the nipping blafts of envy rife. 

Its guilt can pity, and its rage defpife ; 

Lets fall no honours, but fecurely great 
Unfaded holds the colour of his fate : 

No winter knows, though rufiling fadions prefs | 
JBy wifdom deeply rooted in fuccefs ^ 

One glory fhed, a brighter difplay’d ; 

And the charm’d Mufes fhelter in his fhade. 

O how I long, enkindled by the theme. 

In deep eternity to launch thy name ! 

Thy name in view, no rights of verfe I plead. 

But what chafie 'truth indites, old time liall read. 

" Behold I a man of ancient faith aiud blood. 
Which, foon, beat high for arts, and public good^ 
Von.LXIL M 

* Knight of the Bath, and then ‘of the Garter# 



y O U N S POEMS. 


i6z 

« Whofe glory grfeat, bat natural appears. 

The genuine growth of fervices and years; 

No fudden exhalation drawn on high, 

« And fondly gilt by partial majefly : 

« One bearing greatell toils with greatell: eafe. 

One born to ferve us, and yet born to pleafe : 
Whom, while our rights in equal fcales he lays. 
The prince may truft, and yet the people praife; 
His gemus ardent, yet his judgment clear. 

His tongue is flowing, and his heart fincere. 

His council guides, his temper chears our ifle. 

And, fmiling, gives three kingdoms caufe to fmilel** 
Joy then to Britain, bled with fuch a fon. 

To Walpole joy, by whom the prissc is, ^ won ; 

Who nobly-confcious. meets the fmiles of fate* 

True greatnefs lies in daring to be great. 

Let daftard fouls, or adedatioi?, run 
To fhades, nor wear bright honours jfairly won; 

Such men prefer, milled by falfe applaufe, 

Tiie pride of modedy to virtue’s caufe. 

Honours, which make the face of virtue fair, 

’Tis great to merit, and ’tis wife to wear ; 

’Tis holding up the prize to public view, 

Condnns grown virtue, and indames the new ; 
Heightens the ludre of our age and clime. 

And fheds rich feeds of worth for future time, , 
Proud chiefs alone, in fields of daughter faih’d, 

Of old, this aziure bloom o^glory claim’d, 

*As when dern Ajax pour’d a purple flood. 

The violet rofe, fair daughter of his blood. 


Now 
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Now rival wifdom dares the wreath divide. 

And both Minervas rife in equal pride ; 

Proclaiming loud, a monarch iills the throne. 

Who Ihines illuHrious not in .wars alone. 

Tet fame look lovely in Britannia’s eyes ; 

They coldly court defer c, who fame dej^ife. 

JPor \^at’s ambition, but fair virtue’s fail ? 

And what applaufe, but her propitious .gale $ 

When fweli’d with that, ihe fleets before the wind 
To glorious aims, as to the port delign’d; 

When chain’d, without it, to the labouring oar. 

She toils ! Ihe pants ! nor gains the flying fliore. 

From her fublime purfuits, or'turn’d aflde 
By blafls of envy, or by fortune’s tide : 

For one that has fucceeded ten -are lofl. 

Of equal talents, ere they make the coafl. 

Then let renown to wmth divine incite. 

With ail her beams, but throw thofe beams aright. 
Then merit droops, and genius downward tenda. 
When godlike glory, like our land, defcends. 

Cuflom the garter long confin’d to few. 

And gave to birth, exalted virtue’s due : 

Walpole has thrown the proud enclofure down; 

And high defert embraces fair renown. 

Though rival’d, let the peerage fmiling fee 
(Smiling, in juftice to their own degree,) 

This proud reward by majefty beftow’d 
On worth like.that whence firfl: the peerage flowed. 
Trom frowns of fate Britannia’s blifs to guard. 

Let fubjedts merit, and let kings reward, 

Mz 


Gods 
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Gods are mofl: Gods by giving to excel. 

And kings moft liketb^m* by rewarding well. 

Though jftrong the twanging nerve,'and drawn aright. 
Short is the winged arrow^s upward flight 5 
But if an eagle it transfix on high, 

Xodg’d in the wound, itfoars into the fky. 

Thus while I flng thee with unequal lay5> 

And wound perhaps that worth I mean topraife; 

Yet I tranlcend myfelf, I rife in fame. 

Not lifted by mj genius, but my theme* 

No more ; for in this dread fufpenfe of fate. 

Now kingdoms flu^uateo and inAark debate 
Weigh peace and war, now Europe’s eyes are bent 
On miglsty Brunfwick> for the great event, 

Brunfwick of kings the terror or defence I 
Who dares detain thee at a world’s expencei 
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•T T then Rome, my lord, in her full glory ihone, 
' ^ Aid great Augultus rul’d the globe alone, 
Wliile fuppliant Kings in all their pomp and Hate, 
Swarm’d in his courts, an(| throng’d his palace gate 5 
Horace did oft’ the mighty man detain. 

And footh’d his with no ignoble ftrain ; 

Now foar’d aloft, now^itrnpk an humbler ilring,^. 

And taught the Roman genius how to ling. 

Pardon, I % freedom dare purfue, 

Whb^kndlv’ no want pf Csefar, finding you ^ 

The Mufe’s friend is pleas’d the Mufe Ihould prefs ' 
Through circling crouds, and labour for-accefs. 

That partial to his darling he may prove,. 

And Ihining throngs for her approach remove. 

To all the world indufirious to proclaim 
His love of Arts, and boafi: the glorious flame. 

Long has the weftern world reclin’d her head,. 
Pour’d forth her forrow, and bewail’d her dead j 
pell dilcord through her borders fiercely rang’d. 

And Ihook her nations, and her monarchs chang’d j 
By land and fea its utmofi: rage employ’d 5 
Nor heaven repair’d fo fall -as men deftroy’d. 

M 4 . 


In 
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In vain kind fummers plenteous fields befiow^J;, 

In vain the vintage liberally flow/d 

Alarms from loaden boards all pleafures chac’d. 

And robbed the rich. Burgudian grape of talle ; 

The follies of Nature could no blefiing bring. 

The fruitful* autumn, or the flowery fpring ; 

Time was dilHnguifli’d by the fword and ipear,. 

Not by the vaidous afped-s of the year ; 

The trumpet’s found proclaim’d a-milder fky. 

And bloodfoed told, us when the fun was nigh. 

But now (fo foon if Britain’s blefiings feen. 

When fuch as you are near her glorious Queen I)’ 
Now peace,, thougklong, repuls’d, arrives atlaft,, 

And bids us fmile on all our. J^ours pad 
Bids every nation ceafe her wonted moan,, 

And every Mionarch call his crown Ms own : 

To valour gentler virtue%now f^cceed ; 

Na longer is the great man born to- bleed ; 
Renown’d in councils,, brave Argyle foall tel], 
Wifdom and prowefs in one bread may dwell ; 
Through milder tra& he foars, to deathlefs fame,. 
And without trembling we refound his 'name. 

No ifiore tl^ rifsng harvjell whets the fword. 

No longer waves, uncertain of ks lord ; 

Who call the- feed^ the golden Iheaf fhall claim, 

Nor chance of battle change the ma|ler’s n^e. 
E'acbudFeam^ unftaWdwith Mood more fmoothly flows 
The brightser ftm a< fuller day bellows 
Ail nature feems to wear a* chearful face. 

And thank great A|iaar fox returning peace.. 
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The patient thus, when on hts bed' of pain;. 

Ho longer he infokes the gods in vain^ 

Bur-rifes to new life; in eve*ry field 
He finds Elyfium, rivers nedlar yield ; 

Nothing fo cheap and vulgar but can pleafc^ 

And borrow beauties from his late difearc. 

Nor is it peace alone, but fuch a peace. 

As more than bids the rage of battle ceafc> 

Death may de|^rminq^war,. and reft fucceed,. 

’Caufe nought lurvives on which our rage may feed 
In faithful friends we lole our glorious foes. 

And ftiifes of love exalt our fweet repofe. 

See graceful Bolingbroke your friend advance,, 

Nor mifs his Lanfdowne in the court of France 
So welhreceivM,. fo welcome, fo at home, 

(^Blefs^d change of fate) in Bombon's ftatcly dome % 
The monarch pleas’d, defeending from his throne. 

Will not that Anna call him all her own ;• 

He claims a part, and looking round to fin<! 

Something might fpeak the fulnefs of his miiuL 
A diamond fhines, which oft had touched him 
Renew’d his grief, and robb’d him of a tear ; 

Now firft with joy beheld, well plac’d on onet 
Who makes him lefs regret his darling fou i 
So dear is Anna’s mitiifter, fo great 
Your prions |riend in hk own private ftnte.* 

To make our nations longer two, in vuin, 

Does nature interpofe the raging main : 

The Gallic fliore to diftant Britain grows# 

For Lewis Thames,, the Seine £m Ammtflowi ? 


From- 
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From con£[i<£ls pafs’d each other’s worth we 
And thence in ftri^ier friendihi^ now Ire join’d ^ 

Each wound receiv’d^ now pleads the caufe of love;» 
And former injuries endearments prove. 

What Briton but muft prize th’ illuflrious fword^ 

That caufe of fear to Churchill could afford ? 

Who iworn to Bourbon’s fceptre, but muH frame 
Vafl thoughts of' him,, that could brave Tallard tame ? 
Thus generous hatred in affedi^ 

And .war, which rais’d the foes, compleats the friends^ . 
A thoufand happy confetjuences flow 
(The dazzling profpefl makes my bofom glow) ; , 
Commerce fliall lift her fwefiing fails, and roll 
Her wealthy fleets fecure from^ole toipole 5 
The Britifh merchant, who with care and pain- 
Eor many moons fees only ikies and main ; 

When now in view ofTiis lov’d native fhore. 

The perils of the ckeadful ocean o’er, . 

Caufe to regret his wealth no more lhall find,, 

Nor curfe the mercy of the fea and wind ; 

Byhardefl fate condemn’d to ferve a foe,. 

And give him flrength to ffrike a deeper blow.* 

Sweet Ailom^ia providently flies 

To iflant woods and flreams, for fuch fuppEes, 

To feed her young, and make them try the wing. 

And with their tender notes attempt tg flng ; 

Mean while, the fowler fpreads his fecret fnare. 

And renders vain the tuneful mother’s care. 
Britannias’s bold adventurer of late* 

The &aminf oceaniplow’d with equal fate. 


GoodneS 
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Goodnefs is greatnefs in its utmoft* height. 

And power a curfe, if not a friend to fight : 

To conquer is to make diffention ceafe. 

That man may ferve the King of kings in peace. 
Religion now fhall all her rays difpenfe. 

And Ihine abroad in perfed excellence 5 
iSfe wefhay dread fome greater curfe at hand. 

To fcourge a thoughtlefs and ungrateful land : 

Now war is weary, and retir’d to reft ; 

The meagre famine, and the fpotted peft. 

Deputed in her ftead, may blaft the day. 

And fweep the relicks of tl^ fword away. 

Wften pe^eful Numa fill’d the Roman throne,. 

J ovc in the fulnefe of hi^glory Ihone j 
Wife Solomq|, a ftranger to the fword, 
born to raife a temple to the Lord. 

Aline too Ihall build, and every facred pile ' 

Speak peace eternal to Britannia’s ifH. 

Thofe mighty fouls, whom military care 
Diverted from their only great affair. 

Shall bend their full united force, to blefs • 

Th’ almighty Author of their late fuccefs. 

And what is all the world fubdued to this ? 

The grave fets bounds to fublunary Hifs ^ 

But there are conquefts to great Anna known. 

Above tlb fpleniour of an earthly throne ; 

Conquefts ! whofe triumph is too great, within 
The fcanty bounds of matter to begin j 
Too glorious to ftiine forth, till it has run 
Beyond this darknefs of the flars aSd fuft. 

And ihall whole ages paft be ftill, ftiil but begun. 

Heroic, 
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Heroic fhades I ^whom’^arhas fwept away,. 

Look down, and^mile on this aufpicious day : 

Now boaft your deaths ; to thofe your glory tell,. 

Who or at Agincourt or Credy fell 5 
Then deep into eternitf retire. 

Of greater things than peace or war enquire ; 

Fully content, and unconcern’d, to know 
What farther paflhs in the world, below. 

The braveft of mankind ihall now have leave 
To die but once, nor piece-meal feek the grave 
On gain or pleafure bent, we fhail not meet 
Sad melancholy numbers in ilreet 
(Owners , of bones difpers’d on Flandria’s ]|l 3 .in. 

Or walling in the bottom of main)^ 

To turn us back from joy,r in tender fear,. 

LeH it an infult of their woes appe^. 

And make us- grudge ourfelves that wealth, their blood. 
Perhaps preferv’d^iiwho llarve, or beg for food. 
Devotion Ihall run pure,, and difengage 
From ^at ftrange fate of mixing peace with rage. 

On heaven without a fm we now may call. 

And; guiltlefs to our Maker proHrate fall ; 

Be ChriHiana while we pray, nor in one breath. 

AM Mercy for ourfelves,, for others Death. 

But O I 1 view with tranfport arts reftorM, 

Which double ufe to Britain Ihall afford ; 

Secure her glory piuxhas’din the field. 

And yet for future peace fweet motives yield ; 

While we contemplate on the painted wall, 
Thepieifing Briton, and the flying GauU 
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In fach bright images, fuch living grace, 
j^s leave great Raphael but the fecond place ; 

Our cheeks ftiall glow, our heaving bdfoms rife. 

And martial ardors fparkle in our eyes ; 

Much we {hail triumph in our battles pall. 

And yet confect thoft battles prove our lafl | 

Left, while in,armj|. for brighter fame we ftrive^ 

We lofe the means to keep that fame alive. 

In filent groves the birds delight to fing. 

Or near the margin of a fecret fpring ; 

Now all is calm, fweetmoftc lhall improve. 

Nor kindle rage, but b^ the nude of love. 

But what^s the warblinf voice, the trembling ftring. 
Or breathing canvafs, .when the Mufes ling ? 

The Mufe, my Lord, care above the reft. 

With riling joy dilates my partial breaft ; 

The thunder of tl^ battle ceits ’4 to .roar. 

Ere Greece her godlike Poets taught toibar .; 

Rome's dreadfid foe, great Hannibal, was dead. 

And all her warlike neighbours round her bled j 
For Janus ftmt, her 16 P^ans rung^ 

Before an Ovid or a VirgU fung, 

A thoufand various forms the Mufe may wear 
(A thoufand various forms become the fair 5) 

But Ihines in none with more majeftic mien. 

Than when in ftate Ihe draws the purple fcene; 

Calls forth her monarchs, bids her heroes rag^ 

And mourning beauty melt the crouded ftage^ 

Charms back paft ages, gives to Britain's ufe 
TLe nobleft virtues timft did e'er produce ^ 


Leaves 
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Leaves fam’d hiftorians’ boafed art behind ; 

They keep the foul^one> and that ’s confin’d. 

Sought out with pains^ and but by proxy fpeaka : 

The hero’s prefence ^eep^finpreffion makes ; 

The fcenes his foul and body reunite, 

Furnifh a voice, -produce .him tojithe hdit; 

.Make our contemporary him that^dood 
High in renown, perhaps before .the flood | 

Make Neftor to this age.advice aiFor^ 

And Hedor for our fertdce draw his fword. 

More glory to an. Author what can .bring, 

V Whence nobkr fervice to his country, fpring. 

Than from thofe labours, which,,* in man’s <deipight, 
Poflefs him with a paflion for the right ? 

With honefl magic make, the knave inclin’d 
To pay devotion to the virtuous mind ; 

Through, all. her tmls and dangers bid lum rove, 

And withJier wants and anguifh fall in love ? 

Who hears the godlike Montezuma groan. 

And does not wifti the glorious pain Ms own ? 

Lend. but your underflanding, and their fldll 
t Can donuneet at pleafure er your will : 

Nor is the fhort-Uv’d coi^queft quickly paft ; 

. Shame, if mot chcice;, will hold the convert fafl:* 

How often have I feen-ihe generous bowl 
•With pleaflng force unlock a fecret foul. 

And flea! a truth, wMchi every ^bcr hour 
^ (The profe of life) had kept within her power i 
The grape vidorions. often has, prevail’d, 

When gold wd beauty, ^acksisadteurtures, 

Yet 
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;Yet when the fpirit’s tumult was allayM, 

She mourn’d, perhaps, the betray’d; 

But mourn’d too late, nor Joig^er could deny. 

And on her own confeffio| charge the lye. 

Thus they, whomtieither the prevailing love 
Of goodnefs here, or merty from above. 

Or fear of future pains, or human laws 
Could render advocates in virtue’s caufe. 

Caught by the fcene have, unawares reiign^d 
Their wonted difpofition of the mind : 

By flow .degrees prevails the pleaflng tale. 

As circling glafles on our fenfes deal ; 

Till throughly by the Mufeis’ banquet warm’d. 

The paflions tofling, all the foul alarm’d. 

They turn mere zealots fluflifd with glorious rage. 

Rife in their feat?, and fcarce forbear the ftage, 
Afliflance to wrong’d innocence, to bring. 

Or turn the poignard, on. ibme tyrant king. 

How can they cool to villains ? how fubflde 
To dregs of vice, from.fuch a godlike.pride f 
To fpoiling orphans how to-day return. 

Who wept lafl: night to fee ,Mommia mourn ? 

In this gay fchool of virtue, whom lb £t 
To govern, and , control the world of wit. 

As Talbot, Lanfliowne’s friend, has Britain*known ? 
Him poHflx’d Italy has call’d her own ; 

He in’ the lap of elegance was bred> 

And trac’d the Mufes to dieir Ibuntain head : 

But much we hope, he will enjoy at home 
'What ’s nearer ancient than hhc modem Rome, 
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Nor fear I mention of the court of France, 

When I the Britife genial would advance ; 

There too has Shrewfbury improv’d his talle ; 

Yet ftill we dare invitte htni'^o om Jeafi: : 

For Corneille’s fake I ihali my thoughts fupprefs 
Of Oroonoko, and prefume him lefs-: 

What ^though we wrong him ? Ifabella’s woe 
Waters thofe bays that fliall for ever grow. 

Our foes confefs, nor we the praife refufe. 

The Brama glories in the Britilh Mufe, 

The French are delicate, and nicely lead 
Of clofe intrigue the lahynnthian thread ; 

Our genius more affects the grand, than iine, 

Our ftrength can make the great plain a^ion Ihine 
They taife a great curiofiy indeed. 

From his "dark maze to fee the hero freed j 
We rouze th’ affe^ions, and that hero Ihow 
Gafping beneath fome formidable blow : 

They ftgh ; we weep : the douht and care 
We heighten into terror and defpair ; 

Strike home, the lirongeft pafEons Boldly touch. 
Nor fear our audience Ihould he pleas’d too much. 
What ’s greatln nature we can greatly draw, 

^or thank for 'beauties the dramatic law. 

The fate of Cselar is a tale too plain 
The fickle Gallic tafie to entertain ; 

Their art would have perplex’d, and interwove 
The golden arras with gay flowers of love : 

We Imow Heaven made Hm a far greater man 
Than any C^efat, in a human plan» 
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And fuch v/e draw him, nor are too refin’d. 

To fiand afFeded with what fieaven defign’d. 

To claim attention, and the heart invade, 
Shakefpeare but ^zurote the pky th’ Almighty made. 
Our neighbour’s ftage-art too bare-fac’d betrays, 
’Tis great Corneille at every fcene we praife ; 

On Nature’s furer aid Britannia calls. 

None think of Shakefpeare till the curtain falls ^ 
Then with a figh returns our audience home. 

From Venice, Egypt, Perfia, Greece, or Rome, 
France yields not to the glory of our lines. 

But manly condu^l of our llrong defigns ; 

That oft they think more julHy we mufl own. 

Not ancient Greece a truer fenfe has ihowm : 
Greece thought but juftly, they think jufily too; 
We fome times err by driving more to do. 

So well are Racine’s meaneft perfons taught. 

But change a fentiment, you make a fault ; 

Nor dare we charge them with the want of flame : 
When we boafi: more, we own ourfelves to blame. 

And yet in Shakefpeare fomething fiill I find, 
That makes me lefs eileem all human-kind ; 

He made one nature, and another found. 

Both in his page with mafter-firokes abound : 

Bis witches, faries, and inchanted ifle. 

Bid us no longer at our nurfes fmile ; 

Of lofl hiftorians we almoft complain. 

Nor think it the creation of his brain. 


VoL. LXIL 
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Who lives, when his Othello ’s in a trance f 
With his great Talbot * too he conquer’d Prance. 

Long we may hope brave Talbot’s blood will run 
In great defcendants, Shafeefpeare has but one ; 

And him, my lord, permit me not to name. 

But in kind filence fpare his rival’s jQiame : — 

Yet I in vain that author would fupprefs, 

What can’t be gi eater, cannot be made iefs : 

Each reader w'-ill defeat my fruitlefs aim. 

And to himfelf great Agamemnon name. 

Should Shakefpeare rife unblefs’dwith Talbot’s fmile, 
Ev’n Shakefpeare’s felf would curfe this barren ifle : 
But if that reigning liar propitious Ihine, 

And kindly mix his gentle rays with thine ; 

Ev’n L by far the meaneil of your age. 

Shall not repent my paffion for the ftage. 

Thus did the Will-almighty difallow, 

No human force could pluck the golden bough, 
Which left the tree with eafe at Jove’s command. 

And {par’d the labour of the weakefi: hand, 

Aufpicious fate I that gives me leave to write 
To you, the Mufes glory and delight ; 

Who know to read, nor falfe encomiums raife. 

And mortify an Author with your praife : 

Praife wounds a noble mind, when ’tis not due, 
jBut cenfure’s felf will pleafe, my lord, from you ; 
Faults are our pride and gain, when you defcend 
To point them out, and teach us how to mend. 

What 

* An anceilor of the duke of Shrewlbury^ who con- 
tqucred Prance, drawn by Shakefpeare. Yoxjng^ 
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What though the great man fet his cofeis wide^ 

That cannot gratify the Pojst^s f>ride ; 

Whofe infpiration;, if ^tis truly good. 

Is be it rewarded, when bell underftood. 

The Mufes write for glory not for gold, 

*Tis far beneath their nature to be fold : 

The greatefl gain is fcornM, but as it ferves 
To Ipeak a fenfe of what the Mufe deferves ; 

The IVIufe, which from her Lanfdowne fears no wrong, 
Bell judge, as well as fubjed, of her fong. 

Should tills great theme allure me farther IHH, 

And I prefume to ufe your patience ill. 

The world would plead my caufe, and none but you 
Will take .difguft at what I now purfue : 

Since what is mean my Mufe can’t raife, I ’ll cliufc 
A theme that ’s able to e>:alt my Mufe, 

For who, not void of thought, can Granville name. 
Without a fpark of his immortal flame ?* 

Whether we feek the patriot, or the friend. 

Let Bolingbroke, let Anna recommend ; 

Whether we chufe to love or to admire. 

You melt the tender, and th’ ambitious fire. 

Such native graces without thought abound. 

And fuch familiar glories fpread around. 

As more incline the Eander-by to raife 
His value for himfelft than you to praife. 

Thus you befriend the moil heroic way, 

Blefs all, on none an obligation lay ; 

So turn’d by Nature’s hand for all that ’s well, 

’Tis fcarce a virtue when you mofl excel. 

N z Though 
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Though f^veet your prefence, graceful is your mien* 
You to be happy want not to be feen ; 

Though priz’d in public, you can fmile alone. 

Nor court an approbation but your own : 

In throngs, not confcious of thofe eyes that gaze 
In wonder fix’d, though refolute to pleafe ; 

You, were all blind, would iHll deferve applaufc ; 

The world ’s your glory’s witnefs, not its caufe ; 

That lies beyond the limits of the day, 

Angels behold it, and their God obey. 

You take delight in others excellence ; 

A gift, which Nature larely does difpenfe ; 

Of all that breathe ’tis you, perhaps, alone 
Would be well pleas’d to fee yourfelf outdone. 

You wilh not thofe, who ihew your name refpefl. 

So little wortli, as might excufe negled ; 

Nor are in pain left merit you lliould know ; 

Nor fhun the well-rdeferver as a foe ; 

A troublefome acquahitance, .that will claim 
I'o be well us’d, or dye your cheek with fhame. 

You wifh your country’s good ; that told fo well 
Your powers are knowm, th’ event I need not tell. 
When Neftor fpoke, none alk’d if he prevail’d 5 
That god of fweet perfuafion me ver fail’d ; 

And fuch great fame had Heftor’s valour wrought 
Who meant he conquer’d, only faid he fought. 

When you, my lord, to fylvan fcenes retreat, 

No crouds around for pleafure, or for Hate, 

You are not call upon a ftranger land. 

And wander penfive o’er the barren tend; 

Nor 
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Nor are you by receiv’d example taugi[it> 

In tovs to fhun the difcipHne of thought ; 

But unconiin’d by bounds oF time and place. 

You chafe companions fron>all human race; 

Convei fe with thofe the deluge fwept away. 

Or thofe whofe midnight is Britannia’s day. 

Books not fo much in form, as give confent 
To thofe ideas your own thoughts prefent 
Your only gain from turning volumes o’er,. 

Is Ending caufe to like yourfclf the more : 

In Grecian fages you are only taught 
With more refpecl to value your own thought : 

Great Tully grew immortal, while he drew 
Thofe precepts we behold^ alive in you : 

Youi* life is fo adjuiied to their fchools. 

It makes that hiliory they meant for rules. 

What joy, what pleaiing tranfport, mull arife 
Within your breaft, and lift you to the fkies, , 

When in each learned page that you unfold. 

You find fome part of your own conduft told I 
So pleas-’d, and fo furpris^d, .^neas flood. 

And fuch triumphant raptures fir’d his blood. 

When far from Trojan Ihores the hero fpy’d 
His Hory fnining forth in all its pride ; 

Admir’d himfelf, and faw his aaions ftand 
The praife and wonder of a foreign land. 

He knows not half his being, who ’s confin’d 
In converfe, andrefleaion on mankind : 

Your foul,’which underftands her charter well, 
Difdains imprifon’d by tliofe Ikks to dwell j 

N $ Ranges 
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Ranges Eternity without the leave 
Of death, nor waits the palTage of the grave. 

When pains eternal, and eternal blifs. 

When thefe high cares your weary thoughts difmifs. 

In heavenly numbers you your foul unbend. 

And for your eafe to deathlefs fame defcend. 

Ye kings ! would ye true greatnefs underiland. 

Read Seneca gro%m rich in Granville^s hand % 

Behold the glories of your life compleat ! 

Still at a how, and permanently great ; 

New moments Ihed new pleafures as they fly. 

And yet your greateii is, that you mufl: die. 

Thus Anna faw, and rais’d you to the feat 
Of honour, and confefs’d her fervant great ; 
Confefs’d, not made him fuch ; for faithful Fame 
Her trumpet fwelPd long fince with Granville’s name. 
Though you in modefly the title wear. 

Your name fhall be the tide of your heir ; 

Farther than ermin make his glory known. 

And cad in fhades the favour of a throne. 

From thrones the beam of high didin6ion fpiings ; 
The foul’s endowments from the King of kings, 

Lo I one great day calls forth ten mighty peers I 
Produce ten GranviEe’s in five thoufand years j 
Anna, be thott content to fix the fate 
Of various kingdoms, and control the great j 
But O ! to bid thy Granville brighter fhine I 
To him that great prerogative xeiign, 

Who^ 

• See his Lordfhip’s Tragedy iadtied ** Heroic Love.’* 

Youna. 
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Who the fun’s height can raife at pleafure higher. 

His lamp iilumine, fet his flames on fire. 

Yet one blifs, one glory, I forbear, 

A darling friend whom near you heart you wear 5 
That lovely youth, my lord, whom you muh blame. 
That I grow thus familiar with your name, 

He ’s friendly, open, in his condud nice. 

Nor ferve thefe virtues to atone for vice : 

Vice he has none, or fuch as none wifh lefs, 

But friends indeed, good-nature in excefs* 

You cannot boail: the merit of a choice. 

In making him your own, ’twas nature’s t^oice,, 

Which call’d too loud by man to be withflood. 

Pleading a tye far nearer than of blood ; 

Similitude of manners, fuch a mind. 

As makes you lefs the wonder of mankind. 

Such eafe his common converfe recommends, 

As he ne’er felt a pafilon, but his friend’s ; 

Yet fix’d his principles, beyond the force 
Of all beneath the fun, to bend his courfe 
Thus the tall cedar, beautiful and fair ‘ 

Flatters the motions of the wanton air ; 

Salutes each paiSng breeze with head reclin’d | 

The pliant branches dance in every wind : 

But fix’d the ficm her upright Hate maintains. 

And all the fury of the Nortlt difdains. 

How are you blefs’d in fuch a matcldefs friend I 
Alas 1 with me the joys of friendihip end ; 

N 4 OHarrifonl 

# His Lordfhip’s Nephew# who took Orders. 

Yotrif G 
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0 Harrifon ! I mull, I will complain ; 

Tears footh the foul’s diilrefs, though fixed in vain ; 
Bidfl thou return, and blefs thy native fhore 
With welcome peace, and is my friend no more * 
Thy talk was early done, and I muH own 
Death kind to thee, but ah 1 to thee alone. 

But ’tisin me a vanity to mourn, 

The forrows of the great thy tomb adorn ; 

Strafford and Bolingbroke the lofs perceive. 

They grieve, and make tlxee envy’d in tlxy grave; 
With aiding heait, and a foreboding mind, 

1 night to day in painful journey join’d. 

When firil: inform’d of his approaching fate 5 
But reach’d the partner of my foul too late : 

’Twas pafl, his cheek was cold, that tuneful tongue. 
Which Ills charm’d with its melodious fqng, 

Now languiih’d, wanted ftrength to fpeak his pain. 
Scarce rais’d a feeble groan, and funk again ; 

Each art of life, in v/hich he bore a part. 

Shot like an arrow through my bleeding heart 
To what ferv’d all his promis’d wealth and power. 
But more to load that mofi: unhappy hour ? 

Yet Mil prevail’d the greatnefs of his mind i 
That, not in health, or life itfelf confin’d. 

Felt through his mortal pangs Britannia’s peace. 
Mounted to joy,* and fmil’d in death’s embrace. 

His fpirit now jujfl ready to refign. 

No longer now his own, no longer mine. 

He grafps my hand, his fwimmiug eye-balls roll, 
'"My hand he grafps, and enters in my foul 5 


Then 
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Then with a groan— fupport me, Ol beware 
Of holding worth, however great, too dear * ! 

Pardon, my lord, the privilege of grief. 

That in untimely freedom leeks relief ; 

To better fate your love I recommend, 

O I may you never lofe fo dear a friend ! 

May nothing interrupt your happy hours 5 
Enjoy the bleffings peace on Europe Ihowers : 

Nor yet difdain thofe IJelTings to adorn j 
To make the Mufe immortal, you was born. 

Sing; and in lateH time, when ilory’s daik. 

This period your furviving fame lhall mark ; 

Save from the gulph of years this glorious age. 

And thus Hluflrate their hiilorian’s page. 

The crown of Spain in doubtful balance hung. 

And Anna Britain fwayM, when Granville fuiig: 

That noted year Europa iheath’d her fword. 

When this great man was firll: faluted lord. 

The Author here bewalfs that moft ingenious gentleman^ 
Mr. William Harrifon, Fellow of New* College, Oxon.. 
Young.— [See a more particular account of him in the 
Supplement to Swift.^G 
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epistle I. 

HILST you at Twickenham plan the future 
wood. 

Or turn the volumes of the wife and good. 

Our fenate meets 5 at parties, parties bawl. 

And pamphlets llun the dreets, and load the fialk; 

So rufhing tides bring things obfcene to light. 

Foul wrecks emerge, and dead aogs fwim in fight; 
The civil torrent foams, the tumult reigns. 

And Codrus^ profe works up, and Lxcu’s flrains* 

Lo ! what from cellars rife, what lufh from high^ 
Where fpeculation rooikd near the fky ; 

Letters, EfTays, Sock, Bufkin, Satire, Song, 

And all the Garret thunders on the throng ! 

O Bope ! I burft ; nor can, nor will, refrain ; 

I ’ll write ; let others, in their turn, complain : 

Truce, truce, ye "Vandals ! my tormented ear 
Lefs dreads a pillory than a pamphleteer ; 

I ’ve heard myfelf to death ; and, plagu’d each hour. 
Shan’t I return the vengeance in my power ? 

For who can write the true abfurd like me ?-*- 
Thy pardon, Codrus ! who, I mean, but thee ? 

Pope I if like mine, or Codrus’, were thy ilyle. 
The blood of vipers had not llain’d thy £le ; 

Merit lefs folid, lefs defpite had bred ; 

^hey had not htt^ and then they had not hkd. 

Fame is a public miflrefs, none enjoys. 

But, more or kfs, his rival’s peace deilroys,; 
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With fame, in juil proportion, en^uy grows; 

The man that makes a character, makes foes-: 

Slight, peeviih infeds round a genius rife. 

As a bright day awakes the world -of flies ; 

With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 

(To fhew they live) they flutter, and they fling: 

But as by depredations wafps proclaim 
The fairefl fruit, fo thefe the fairefl fame. 

Shall we not cenfure all the motley train, 

^^Hiether with ale irriguous, or champain ? 

Whether they tread the vale of profe, or climb. 

And whet their appetites on cliffs of rhyme ; 

The college floven, or embroidered, fpark ; 

The purple prelate, or the parifh clerk ; 

The quiet Quidnunc, or demanding prig ; 

The plaintiff Tory, or defendant Whig ; 

Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay, or fad; 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad ; 

Profoundly dull, or fliallowly polite ; 

Men that read well, or men that only write ; 

Whether peers, porters, taylors> tune the reeds. 

And meafiiring words to meafuring fhapes fucceeds ; 
For bankrupts write, when ruin’d fliops are fhut. 

As maggots crawl from out a perifli’d nut. 

.His hammer this, and that his trowel quits. 

And, wanting fenfe for tradefmen, ferve for wits. 

By thriving men fubflfts each other trade ; 

Of every broken craft a writer ’s made : 

Thus his material, . Paper, takes its birth 
From tatter’d rags of all the fluff on earth. 

Hail, 
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Hail, fruitful ifle / to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old fong ; 

Thee well a land of liberty we name, 

Where all are free to fcandaband to fliame ; 

Thy fons, by print, may fet tlieir hearts at eafe. 

And be mankind’s contempt, whene’er they pleafe^; 
Like trodden filth, their vile and abject fenle 
Is unperceiv’d, but when it gives offence : 

This heavy profe our injur’d reafon tires ; 

Their verfe immortal kindles loofe deiires ; 

Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime. 

Cur fport and pity, punifhment and crime. 

What glorious motives urge our Authors on. 

Thus to undo, and thus to be undone i 
One lofes his eflate, and down he fits. 

To fhew (in vain ! ) he ilill retains his wits : 

Another marries, and his dear proves keen ; 

He writes as an Hypnotic for the fpleen : 

Some write, confin’d by phyfic ; fome, by debt ; 
Some, for ’tis Sunday; fome, fome becaufe ’tis wet; 
Through private pique fome do the public right. 

And love their king and country out of fpight ; 
Another writes becaufe his father writ. 

And proves himfelf a baftard by his wit. 

Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound ? 
Neither ; why write then? He wants twenty pound: 
His belly, not his brains, this impufe give 5 
He ’ll grow immortal ; for he cannot Hvc : 

He rubs his awful front, and takes Ms ream. 

With no provifion made, but of his theme ; 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps a title has his fancy fmit. 

Or a quaint mottos which he thinks has wit ; 

He writes, in infpiration puts his truft. 

Though wrong his thoughts, will make themjuft; 

Genius dired:ly from the gods defcends. 

And who by labour would diftruft his friends / 

Thus having reafon’d with confummate fkill. 

In immortality he dips his quill.; 

And, hnce blank paper is deny’d the prefs. 

He mingles the whole alphabet by guefs : 

In various fets, which various words compofe. 

Of which, he hopes, mankind the meaning knows. 

So founds fpontaneous from the Sibyl broke. 

Dark to herfelf the wonders which Ihe fpoke ; 

The priells found out the meaning, if they could ^ 

And nations. flar’d at tvhat none underflood, 

Clodio drefs’d, danc’d, drank, vifited, (the whole 
And great concern of an immortal foul 1 ) 

Oft have I faid, Awake I exifl 1 and flrive 
For birth I nor think to loiter is to live I” 

As oft I overheard the daman fay. 

Who daily met the loiterer in Hs way, 

I ’ll meet thee, youth, at White’s:” the youth replies. 
I ’ll meet thee there,” and falls his facrifice; 

His fortune fquander’d, leaves his virtue bare 
To every bribe, and blind to every fnare : 

Clodio for bread his indolence mufl quit» 

Or turn a foldier, or commence a wit. 

Such heroes have we I all, but life, they flake ; 

How muH Spain tremble, and the German fliake I 

Such 
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Such waiters have we ! all, but fenfe, they print ; 

Ev’n George’s praife is dated from the Mint* 

In arms contemptible, in arts prophane. 

Such fwords, fuch pens, difgrace a monarch’s reign. 
Reform your lives before you thus aipire, 
iVnd ileal (for you can Jical) coelellial fire. 

0 ! the juft contrail 1 O ! the beauteous ftrife ! 
’Twixt their cool writings, and pindaric life : 

They write with phelgm, but then they live with fire % 
fThey cheat the lender, and then* the buyer. 

1 reverence misfortune, not deride ; 

I pity poverty, but laugh at pride ; 

For who fo fad, but muft fome mirth confefs 
At gay Caftruchio’s mifcellaneous drefs ? 

Though there ’s but one of the dull works he wrote^ 
There ’s ten editions of his old lac’d coat. 

Thefe, nature’s commoners, who want a home. 
Claim the wide world for their majeftic dome ; 

They make a private ftudy of the ftreet ; 

And, looking full on every man they meet, 

Run foufe againil his chaps ; who ftands amaz’d 
To find they did not fee, but only gaz’d. 

How muft thefe bards be rapt into the fkies ? 

You need not read^ you fed their eeftafies. 

Will they perfift ? ’Tis madnefs ; Lintot, run, 

See them confin’d— « O, that ’s already done.” 

Moft, as by leafes, by the works they print, 

•^Have took, for life, pofleflion of the Mint 
If you miftake, and pity thefe poor men, 

MJi uluhrh^ they cry^ and write again. 

Von. tXlL O Suci 
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Such wits their nuifance manfully expofe. 

And then pronounce juil judges learning’s foes ; 

O frail concluiion ; the reverfe is true ; 

If foes todearningj they ’d be friends to you ; 

Treat them, ye judges 1 with an honed fcorn. 

And weed the cockle from the generous corn : 

There ’s true good-nature in your difrefpeO: ; 

In judice.to the good, the bad negled : 

Tor immortality, if hardfhips plead. 

It is not theirs who write, but ours who read* 

But, O 1 what wifdom can convince a fool. 

But that ^tis dulnefs to conceive him dull ? 

’Tis fad experience takes the cenfor’s part, 

Convidlion, not from reafon, but from fmart, 

A virgin- author, recent from the prefs. 

The iheets yet wet, applauds his great fuccefs ; 

Surveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bed, 
Thofe in his hand, and glory in his head ; 

*Tis joy too great ; a fever of delight 1 

His heart bears thick, nor clofe his eyes all night : 

But, rifmg the next morn to.clafp his fame. 

He iinds that without deeping he could dream : 

So fparks, .they fay, take goddefles to bed. 

And find next day the devil in their dead. 

In vzln ad-vet ii/emefjts the town o’erfpread; 

They ’re epitaphs, and fay the work is dead. 

Who pre/s for fame, but fmall recruits will raife ; 

’Tis voluntars alone can give the bays. 

A famous author vifits a great man, 

X)f his immortal work difplays the plan, 

•And 
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And fays, Sir, I your friend ; all fears difinifs ; 
Your glory, and my own, fhall Hve by this ; 

Your power is fixt, your fame through time convey' 
And Britain Europe’s Queen^ — if I am paid.” 

A Statefman has his anfwer in a trice ; 

Sir, fuch a genius is beyond all price ; 

What man can pay for this r” — Away he turns : 
His work is folded, and his bofom barns : 

His patron he will patronize no more ; 

But ruihes like a tempeil: cut of door. 

Loil is the patriot, and extinfl his name ! 

Out comes the piece, another, and the fame ; 

For A, his magic pen evokes an O, 

And turns the tide of Europe on the foe : 

He rams his quill with fcandal and with feoff; 

But ’cis fo very foul, it won’t go o& 

Dreadful his thunders, while unprinted, roar 
But, when once publilli’d, they are heard no more. 
Thus diilant bugbears fright, but, nearer draw. 

The block ’s a block, and turns to mirth your awe* 
Can thole oblige, w^hofe heads and hearts are fad 
No ; every party ’s tainted by their touch. 

Infeded perfons fly each public place ; 

And none, or enemies alone, embrace : 

To the foul Bend their every pafSon ’s fold ; 

They love, and hate, extempore^ for gold : ! 

What image of their fury can we form ? [ 

Dulnefs and rage, a puddle in a fiorm. 

Refl: they in peace ? If you are pleas’d to huj, \ 

To fwell your fails, like Lapland winds, they By : 

O z Write 



YOUNG’S POEMS* 


Write they \^ith rage ? The tenipeil quickly flags | 
A flate-Ulyfres tames them with his hags ; 
iet him be what he wil]> Turk, Pagan, Jew : 

For Chnfban minifters of Hate are few. 

Behind the xurtain lurks the fountain head. 

That pours his politics through pipes of lead ; 
Which far and near ejaculate, and fpout 
O’er tea and coiFee, poiibn to the rout : 

But when they have befpatter’d all they may. 

The Hatcfman throws hia filthy fquirts away I 
With golden forceps, thefe, another takes. 

And Hate xlixirs of the vipers makes. 

The richefi Hatefman wants wherewith to pay 
A fervile fcycophant, if well they weigh 
How much it coHs the wretch to be fo bafe ; 

Kor can tht gredtejl powers tnoxighji/grace. 
Enough thaftifey fuch proftkute applaufe, 

If well they weigh how much it flains their Caufe. 

But are our writers ever in the wrong ? 

Does virtue ne’er feduce the venai tongue ? 

Yes 5 if well Brib’d, for virtue’s felf they fight ; 

Still in the wrong, though champions for the rights 
"Whoe’er their crimes for intereH only quit. 

Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commits 
Nought but inconftancy Britannia meets. 

And broken faith in their abandon’d fheets ? 

From the fame hand how various is the page ! 

What civil war their brother pamphlets wage ! 
Tra6:s battle tra^s^ fe!f-contradidions glare ^ 

Say, is lunacy i—X wilh it were* 
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If fucli oul writers, ilartled at the fight. 

Felons may blefs their liars they cannot write I 
How juiily Proteus’ tranfmigrarions fit 
The moniirous changes of a- modern wit I 
Now fuch/a gentle ftream of eloquence 
As feldom rifes to the verge of fenfe ; 

Now, by mad rage, transform’d into a fmie^ 

Which yet fit engines, well apply’d, can tame ; 

Now, on immodeft tralh, the fwine ohfcens 
Invites the town to fup at Drury-lane ; 

A dreadful liony now he roars at power, 

W’hich fends him to his brothers at the Tower \ 

He ’s now a ferpmty and his double tongue 
Salutes, nay licks, the feet of thofe he Hung ; 

V/hat knot can bind him, his evafion fuch ? 

One knot he well delerves,AvhIch might do much. 

The fiood, flame, fivine, the lion, and the fnaite, 
Thofe fivefold monfiers, modern authors make : 

The Snake reigns molt ; Snakes, Pliny fays, are bred. 
When the hr am ’s perifli’d in a human head. 

Ye groveling, trodden, whipt, fiript, turncoat things. 
Made up of venorti, volumes, iiains, and flings I 
Thrown from the Tree of Knowledge, lilte you, curfl 
To fcribble in the dufl, was Snake the firfl. 

What if the figure fhould in faB prove true \ 

It did in Elkenah why not in ypu ! 

Poor Elkenah, all other changes pafl, 

For bread in Smithfield dragons hiii at lafl. 

Spit flreams of fire to make the butchers 
And found his maimers fuited to his lhape ; 
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Such is the fate of talents mifapply’d ; 

So liv’d your Prototype ; and fo he dy’d. 

Th’ abandon’d manners of our writing train 
May tempt mankind to think religion vain ; 

But in their fate, their habit, and their mien. 

That gods there are is eminently feen ; 

Heaven flands abfblv’d by vengeance on their pen. 
And marks the murderers of fame from men : 
Through meagre ja\vs they draw their venal breath. 
As gaitty as their brothers in Macbeth : 

Their feet through faithlefs leather meet the dirt. 

And oftener chang’d their principles than fhirt. 

The tranfient veliments of thefe frugal men,> 

Haflens to paper for our mirth agan : 

Too foon (O merry- melancholy fate 1) 

They beg in rhyme, and warble through a grate : 

The man lampoon’d forgets it at the light ; 

The friend through pity gives, the foe through fpite ; 
And, though full confcious of his injur’d purfe, 
Lintot relents, nor Cuill can wilh them woife. 

So fare the men, who writers dare commence 
Without their patent ^ probity and fenfe. 

From ihefe^ their politics our Quidnuncs feek. 

And Saturday ’s the learning of the week : 

Tbefe labouring wits, like paviors, mend our ways. 
With heavy, huge, repeated, fiat efiays ; 

Ram their coarfe nonfenfe down, though ne’er fo dull 5 
And hem at every thump upon your fculi : 

Tkefe fiaunch-bred writing hounds begin the cry. 

And hohefi: folly echoes to the lye* 
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0 how I laugh, when I a blockhead fee,. 

Thanking a villain for his probity I 
Who llretches out a moil refpedful ear. 

With fnares for woodcocks in his holy leer r 
It tickles through my foul to hear the cock^s 
Sincere encomium on his friend the foxy 
Sole patron of his lihertm and rights / 

While gracelefs Reynard liftens— till he bites. 

As, when the trumpet founds, -th’ overloaded date. 
Difcharges all her poor and pro^igats ; 

Crimes of all kinds dilhonour’d weapons wield. 

And: pri/ons pour their iilth into the field ; 

Thus nature’s refufe, and the dregs of men> 
Compofe the black mhtia of the p&n* 



[ 200 ] 


IPISTl^E n 

FROM OXFORD. 

A D L write at London ; ihaB the rage abate 
^ ^ Here, where it moil ihoiald fhine, the P 

Where, mortal, or imortal, as they pleafe,. 

The learned may chufe eternity or eafe ? 

Has not a * Royal Eatron wifely ilrove 
To woo the Mufe in her Athenian grove ? 

Added new firings to her harmonious ihell. 

And given new tongues to thofe who fpoke fo weH 
Let thefe inilrud, with truth’s illuilrious ray. 

Awake the woild, and fcare our owls away. 

Pvlean while, O friend 1 indulge me, if I give 
Some needful precepts how to nuriie, and h've 5 
Serious ihould be an author’s final views ; 

Who write for pure amufement, ne’er amufe. 

An Author 1 ’Tis a venerable name I 
How few deferve it, and what numbers claim I 
Unblefi: with fenfe above their peers refin’d. 

Who fiiall iland up, dilators to masikind ? 

Nay> who dare Jhinea if not in •^irtue^s caufe. 

That foie proprietor of juft applaufe ? 

¥e reftlefs men,, who pant for letter’d praife. 

With whom wouliyou confult to gain the bays 
With thofe great authors whofe fam’d works you read^l*, 
’Tis weE ; go, then, confult the laurel’d fiiadcj 


King George 


What 
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What anfwer will the kurePd ihade return ? 

Hear it, and tremble I he commands you burn 
The nobleli works his envy^d genius writ. 

That boaft of nought more excellent than wu 
If this be true, as ^tis a truth moil dread. 

Woe to the page which has not that to plead ! 

Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wifh^d unwrote 
The fprighcliefi edorts of their wanton thought : 

Sidney and Waller, brighteil fons of fame. 

Condemn the charm of ages to the flame : 

And in one point is all true wifdom cafl. 

To think that early we mujl think at lafi* 

Immortal wits, ev’n break nature^s laws. 
Injurious flill to virtue^s facred caofe; 

AuJ their guilt growing, as their bodies rot, 

(Revers’d ambition 1) pant to be forgou 
Thus ends your courted fp.me: does lucre theii>« 

The facred thufi of golJy betray your pen ? 

In profe ^tis blameable, in verfe ’tis vvorfe. 

Provokes the Mufe, extorts Apollo’s curfej 
His facred influence never fliould be fold ; 

^Tis arrant Jimony to ling for gold : 

^Tis immortality Ihould file your mmd \ 

Scorn a lefs paymafler than all mankind. 

If bribes ye feek> know this, ye writing tribe l 
Who writes for virtue has the largeit bribe : 

All ’s on the party of the virtuous man ; 

•The good will furely ferve Mm, if they can j 
The bad, when interefl: or ambition guide, 

And ’tis at once their interejl and.their pride t 
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But ihould both fail to take him to their care. 

He boafts a greater friend, and both may fpare. 

Letters to man uncommon light difpenfe ; 

And what is virtue, but fuperior fenfe ? 

In parts and learmng ye who place your pride, 

Tciir faults are crimes, your crimes are double-dy’cL 
What is a fcandal of the iirll renown. 

But letter’d knaves, and atheijis in a gown ? 

*Tis harder far to pieafe than give oiFence ; 

The ieaO: milcondud^ damns the brighteh fenfe ; 

Each fhallow pate, that cannot read your name. 

Can read your life,, and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious manners make imprefiions deep 
On thofe that o’er a page of Milton lleep : 

Nor in their dulnefs think to fave yoiir lhame. 

True, thefe are fools ; but wife men lay the fame. 

Wits are a delpicable race of men. 

If they confine their talents to the pen ; 

When the man fhocks us, while the writer fhines. 

Our fcorn in life, our envy in his lines. 

Yet, proud of parts,, with prudence fome difpenfe. 
And play the fool, becaufe they ’re men of fenfe. 
What infiances bleed recent in each thought. 

Of men to ruin by their gemus brought I 
AgainU their wills what numbers ruin ihun. 

Purely through want of wit to be undone ? 

Nature has fhewn, by making it fo rare. 

That njoit ’s a jewel which we need not wear. 

Of plain {mxiifmfe life’s current coin is made ; 

With that we diive the moh fubhantial trade. 

Prudence 
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Prudence protei^ls and guides us -wit betrays ; 

A fplendid fource of ill ten thoufand ways ; 

A certain fnare to miferies immenfef 
A gay prerogative from common fenfe ; 

Unlefs itrong judgment that wild thing can tame^^ 

And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 

But grant your judgment equal to the bell, 

Senie ftlls your head, and genius fires your breafi % 

Yet fiiii forbear: your wit (confider well) 

’Tis great to fhew, but greater to conceal 
As it is great to feize the golden prize 
Of place or power ; but greater to defpife. 

If iHll you ianguiilt for an author’s name^ 

Think private merit lefs than public fame. 

And fancy not to write is not to live 
Deferve, and take, the great prerogative* 

But ponder what it is ; how dear ’t will coH, 

To write one page which you may jufily boaff* 

Senfe may be good, yet not defer ve the prefs;, 

Who write, an awful charaflei* profefs ; 

The world as pupil of their wifdom ciaim» 

And for their itipendan immortal fame 
Nothing but what is fodid or refin’d. 

Should dare afk public audience of mankind. 

Severely weigh your learning and your wit : 

Keep down your pride by what is nobly writ : 

No writer, fam’d in your own way? pafs o’er ^ 

.Much trail example, but redexlon more : 

More had the antients writ, . they more had taught ; 
Which ihews fome work is left for modern thought*. 

This 
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This weight perfe(EHo!i know ; and^ know 
Toil, burn for that ; but do not aim at more 5- 
Above, beneath it, the juft limits fix ; 

And zealoufiy prefer four ‘lines to fix. 

Write, and re-write, blot out, and write again^^ 
And for its fwtftnefs ne^er applaud your pen. 

Leave to the Jockeys that Newmarket praife. 

Slow runs the Pegafus that wins the bays. 

Much time for hmnortality to pay> 

Is jufi: and wife ; for kfs is thrown away. 

T me only can mature the labouring brain ; 

^ime is the father, and the midwife fain : 

The fame good fenfe that makes a man excel. 

Still makes him doubt he ne^er has written well. 
Downright impofiibilities they feek ; 

What man can be immortal in a week ? 

Excufe no fault ; though beautiful, ’t will harm ; 
0ne fault Ihocks more than twenty beauties charm. 
Our age demands corrednefs ; Addifon 
And you this commendable hurt have done. 

Now writers find,, as once Achilles found, 

The <whole is mortal^ if a fart *s imfound. 

He that frikes out, and firikes not out the iefy 
Pours lufire in, and dignifies the reil : 

Give e^er fo little, if what ^s right be there. 

We praife for what you burn, and what you Jfare : 
The part you bum, fmells fweet before the fiirinc. 
And is as incenfb to the part divine. 

Nor frequent write, though you can do it well 5 
Men may loo eft, though not too mueh^ excel. 


A few 
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A few good works gain fame ; mor^ fink their price 5 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice ; 

They granted you writ well, what can they more, 
Unlefs you let them praife f6r giving o’er i 
Do baldly what you do ; and let your page 
Smile, if it fmilcs, and if it rages, rage. 

So faintly Lucius cenfures and commends. 

That Lucius has no foes, except his friends. 

Let fatire lefs engage you than apflaufe ; 

It {hews a generous mind to wink at flaws ; 

Is genius yours ? Be yours a glorious end. 

Be your king^S) country^ s, ipuldsy reUghtd s friend ; 

The public glory by your own beget ; 

Run nations, run poderity, in.debt. 

And fmce the, fam’d alone make others live, 

Fird ha^e that glory you prefume to gi^e. 

If fatire charms, hrike faults, but fpare the man; 
^Tis dull to be as witty as you can. 

Satire recoils whenever charg’d too high ; 

Round your own fame the fatal {plinters iy. 

As the foft plume gives fiviftnefs to the dart. 
Good-breeding fends the fatire to the heart* 

Painters and furgeons may the ftruSlun fcan 5 
Genius and morals be with you the mm : 

Defaults in thofe alone Ihould give offence ! 

Who flrikes the ferfou, pleads his innocence* 

My narrow-minded fatire can’t extend 

Codrus’ form ; I ’m not lb much his friend: 
*Himfelf j(hould publifli that (the world agree) 

Before his works, or in .the pillory. 
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Let Mm be black; fair, tall, Ihort, tMn, or fat. 

Dirty or clean, I find no theme in that. 

Is that call’d humour / It has this pretence, 

’Tis neither virtue, breeding, wit, or fenfe. 

Unlefs you boait the genius of a Swift, 

Beware of humour ^ the dull rogue’s laft 

Can others write like you ? Your tafic give o’er, 
’Tis printing what was publifh’d long before. 

If nought peculiar through your labours run. 

They ’re duplicates, and twenty are but one. 

TMnk frequently, think clofe, read nature, turn 
Mens manners o’er, and half your volumes burn j 
To nurfe with quick reflexion' be your flrife. 
Thoughts born from prefent objecls, warm from life; 
When mofl unfought, fuch infpirations rife. 

Slighted by fools, and cherilh’d by the wife r 
Expert peculiar fame from thefe alone ; 

Thefe make an author, thefe are all your own. 

Life, like their bibles, coolly men turn o’er ; 
Hence unexperienc’d cMldren of threefcore. 

True, all men think of courfe, as all men dream ; 
And if they fiightly tMnk, ’tis much the fame. 

^ Letters admit not of a half-renown ; 

They give you nothing, or they give a cro^n* 

No work e’er gain’d true fame, or ever can. 

But what did honour to the name of man. 

Weighty the fuhjeSt, cogent the dif courfe. 

Clean be the fjk, the very found of force ; 

Eafy the tonduB, Bmple the defign. 

Striking the mord, and the foul diviner 


Let 
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Xet nature art, and judgment wit, exceed ; 

O’er learning reafon reign ; o’er that, your Cieed : 
Thus ^jirtuQ^s feeds, at once, and Uureds, grow; 

Do thus, and rife a Pope, or a Defpreau : 

And when your genius exquihtely fhines. 

Live up to the full iuftre of your lines : 

Parts but expofe thofe men who virtue quit ; 

A fallen angel is a fallen wit ; 

And they plead Lucifer’s detefted caufe. 

Who for bare talents challenge our applaufe. 

Would you reilore jufl honours to the pen ? 

From able writers rfe to worthy men. 

Who ’s this with nonfenfe,nonfenfe would reflrain ? 
Who ’s this (they cry) fo vainly fchools the vain ? 
Who damns our trafh, with fo much tralh replete ? 
« As, three ells round, huge Cheyne rails at meat 
Shall I with Bavius then my voice exalt. 

And challenge all niankind to find one fault ? 

With huge exjtmens overwhelm my page. 

And darken reafon with dogmatic rage ? 

As if, one tedious volume writ in rhyme. 

In profe a duller could excufe the crime ? 

Sure, next to writing, the moil idle thing 
Is gravely to harangue on what we fing. 

At that tribunal ilands the writing tribe, 

Which nothing can intimidate or bribe. 

Time is the yudge ; Time has nor friend nor foe ; 
Talfe fame mufi wither, and the true wll grow* 
Arm’d with this truth, all critics I defy ; 

For if I fall, by my tnsin pen I die ; 


While 
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While fnarlers ftrive with proud but fruitlefs paiu> 
To njbomd tinmortals^ or to Jiay the Jlatn, 

Sore preil with danger, and in awful dread 
Of twenty pamphlets level’d.at my head. 

Thus Lave I forg’d a buckler in my brain. 

Of recent form, to ferve me this campaign % 

And fafely hope to quit the dreadful held 
Delug’d with ink, and lleep behind my fhield ; 
Unlefs dire Codrus roufcs to the fray 
In ail his might, and damns me — for a day. 

As turns a hock of geefe, and, on the green. 
Poke out their foolifli necks in aukward Ipleen, 
(Ridiculous in rage ! ) to hifst not hite^ 

So war their quills, when /ous of dulnefs write-. 
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AN EPISTLE 

T 0- 

THE RIGHT HON. SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 

BY MR. DODDINGTON. 

AFTERWARDS LoRD MeLCOMBE. 

« — Qu® cenfet Amiculus, ut fi 
« Cscus iter monftrare velit ” Hor. 

T->HOUGH ftrengthof genius, by experience taught. 
Gives thee to found the depths of human thought. 
To trace the various workings of the 
And rule the fecret fprings, that rule mankind j 
(Rare gift !) yet, Walpole. <vilt thou condefcend 
To liften, if thy unexperienc’d friend 
Can aught of ufe impart, though void of Ml, 

And win attention by fincere good-will ; 

For friendlhip, fometimes, want of parts fupplies. 

The heart may furnilh what the head denies. 

As when the rapid Rhone, o’er fwelling tides. 

To grace old Ocean’s court, in triumph rides. 

Though rich his fource, he drains a thoufand fprings. 
Nor fcorns the tribute each fmall rivulet brings. * 

So thou lhalt, hence, abforb each feeble ray, 

Bach dawn of meaning, in thy brighter day ; 

Shalt like, or, where thou canft not like, excnfe. 

Since no mean intereft lhall prophane the Mufe, 
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No malice, wrapt ia truth* s difguife, ofFead, 

Nor flattery taiat the freedom of the friend. 

When firil: a generous mind furveys the great. 

And viev/s the crowds that; on their fortune wait ; 
Pleas’d with the fhow (though little uaderftood) 

He only feeks the power, to do the good ; 

Thinks, tHi he tries, ’tis godlike to difpofe, 
j^nd gratitude Hill fprings, where bounty fows ; 

That every grant fiacere afFe8;ioa wins. 

And where our wants have end, our love begins : 

But thofe who long the paths of ftate have trod. 

Learn from the clamours of the murmuring crowd. 
Which crammM, yet craving iHU, their gates befiege^ 
^Tis eaixer far to give, than to oblige/ 

This of thy condud feems the nicefl part. 

The chief perfediion of the flatefmaa’s art. 

To give to fair affent a fairer face. 

Or foften a refufal into grace : 

But few there are that can be truly kind. 

Or know to jix their favours on the mind.; 

Hence, fome, whene’er they would oblige, offend. 
And while they make the fortune^ lofe the friend-; 
Still give, unthank’d; ffill fquander, notbeftow; 

Por great men want not, what to give, but how. 

The race of of men that follow courts, ’tis true. 
Think all they get, and more than all, their due ^ 
.Still aik, but ne*^er confult their own deferts. 

And meafure’fey their intereff, not their parts : 

Prom this miMce fo many men we fee. 

But m become thing they whh’d to be ; 


Hence 
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Hence difcontent, and frefh demands arife. 

More power, more favour in the great man^s eyes ; 
All feel a want, though none the caufe fufpedis. 

But hate their patron, for tKeir own defe£is ; 

Such none can pleafe, but who reforms their hearts. 
And, when he gives them places, gives them parts. 
As thefe o’erprize their worth, fo fare the great 
May fell their favour at too dear a rate ; 

When merit pines, while clamour is preferred. 

And long attachment waits among the herd ; 

When no diftinfiion, where diilindion due, 

Marks from the many the fuperior few; 

When ftrong cabal condrains them to be juft, 

And makes them give at laft-^-becaufe they muft; 
What hopes that men of real worth Ihould prize. 
What neither friendfhip gives, nor merit buys ? 

The man who juftly o’er the whole prelides. 

His weii-weigh’d choice with wife affe<!:Hon guides ; 
ICnows when to ftop with grace, and when advance. 
Nor gives through importunity or chance; 

But thinks how little gratitude is ow’d. 

When favours are extorted, not beftow’d. 

When, fafe on Ibore ourfelves, we fee the crowd 
Surround the great, importunate, and loud ; 
Through fuch a tumult, ’ds no eafy taik 
To drive the man of real worth to aiSt : 

Surrounded thus, and giddy with the Ihow, 

ITh hard for great men, rightly to beftow ; 

From hence fo few are luiPd> in either cafe. 

To alkwith dignity, or give with grace. 

P z 


Somettmes 
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Sometimes the greats fedsic^d by love of parts, 
Coniult oar gemus, and negle6: oar hearts ; 

Pleas’d with the glittering fparks that genius flings. 
They lift us, towering on their eagle’s wings, 

Mark -out the flights by which themfelves begun. 

And jteach our dazzled eyes to bear the fun ; 

Till we forget the hand that made us great. 

And grow to envy, not to emulate ; 

To emulate, a generous warmth implies. 

To reach the virtues, that make great men rife ; 

But envy wears a mean malignant face. 

And aims not at their virtues — but their place. 

Such to oblige, how vain is the pretence I 
When every favour is a firefli offence. 

By which fuperior power is ftill imply’d. 

And, while it helps their fortune, hurts their pride. 
Slight is the hate, negled or hardflaips breed ; 

But thofe who hate from envy, hate indeed. 

Since fo perplex’d the choice, whom lhail we trufli” 
Methinks I hear thee cry — ^The brave and juft ; 

I'he man by no mean fears or hopes control’d. 

Who ferves thee from affeOion, not for gold. 

We love the honeft, and efteem the brave, 

Defpife the coxcomb, but deteft the knave ; 

No Ihew of parts the truly wife feduce. 

To think that knaves can be of real ufe. 

The man, .who contradids the public voice. 

And ftrives %o digmfy a wortMefs choice. 

Attempts a talk that on that choice reficdU, 

And lends us light to point out new deftds^ 

One 
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One v5«>rtlilefs man, that gains what'he pretends, 
Dilgufts a thoufand unpretending friends : 

And fince no art can make a counterpafs. 

Or add the weight of gold to mimic brafs. 

When princes to bad ore their image join. 

They more debafe the ftamp, than raife the coin. 

Be thine the care, true merit to reward. 

And gain the good — ^nor will that talk be hard 5 
Souls form’d alike fo quick by nature blend. 

An honefl man is more than half thy friend. 

Him, no mean views, or hafte to rife, fhall fway> 
Thy choice to fully, or thy truft betray : 

Ambition, here, lhall at due diHance dand ; 

Nor is wit dangerous in an honell hand : 

Befides, if failings at the bottom lie. 

We view thofe failings with a lover’s eye ; 

Though fmall his genius, let him do hds befl. 

Our wilhes and belief fupply the reft.. 

Let others barter fervile faith for gold. 

His friendfhip is not to be bought or fold : 

Pierce oppofition he, unittov’d, fhall face, 

Mode£ in favour, daring in difgrace. 

To fhare thy adverfe fate alone, pretend 7 
In power, a fetvant ; out of power, a friend. 

Here pour thy favours in an ample hood. 

Indulge thy boundiefs third of doing good : 

Nor think that good to him alone coning 
.Such to oblige, is to ob%e mankind, 
it If thus thy mighty mafter’s deps thou trace,. 

The brave to cherifh, and the good to grace 

^ 3 
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LojQg flialt thou Hand from rage and fadlion free;, 
And teach us long to love the long, through thee: 
Or fall a vidHm dangerous to the foe. 

And make him tremble when he Ibiices the blow ; 
While honour, gratitude, affedlion join 
To deck thy clofe, and brighten thy decline ; 
(IlluHrious doom!) the great, when thus difpiac’d> 
With friendihip guarded, and with virtue grac’d^ 

In aweful ruin, like Jlome’s fenate, fall. 

The prey and worlhip of the wondering Gaul, 

No doubt, to genius fome reward is due, 
(Excluding that, were fatirizing you ;) 

But yet, believe thy undehgning friend^ 

When truth and genius for thy choice contend. 
Though both have weight when in the balance caH, 
Let probity be firH, and parts the laH^ 

On thefe foundations if thou dar^ft be great. 

And check the growth of folly and deceit 5 

When party rage ihall droop through length of days. 

And calumny be ripcnM into praife. 

Then future times fhall to thy worth allow 
That fame, which envy would call flattery now. 
Thus far my zeai^ though for the talk unfit. 

Has pointed out the rocks where others fplit ; 

By that infpir’d, though Hranger to the Nine, 

And negligent of any fame*— -but thine, 

I take die friendly, but fuperfiuous part ; 

You aft from nature what 1 teach from art- 


THE 
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THE. OLD MAN’S RELAPSE. 
V E R ’S E S 
OCCASIONED BY THE EOREGOING EHSTLE, 

— Sopkos fufdtat ignes/* Virg^ 

I. 

T? R O M man’s too curious and impatient fights 
^ The future^ heaven involves in thickefi: night. 
Credit grey hairs : though freedom much we boak> 
Some leak perform, what they determine mok* 

What fudden changes our refolves betray B 
To-morrow is a fadre on to-day. 

And fhews its weaknefs. Whom lhall men belie vci^, 
When coniiantly themfelves, themfelves deceive* 

IL 

Long had I bid my once-lov’d MuTe adieu ; 

You warm old age ; my paiion burns anew. 

How fweet your verfe I how great your force of mindf 
What power of words I what ikill in dark mankind I 
Polite the condud ; generous the dehgn ; 

And beauty files, and flrength fuflains, each line, 
•Thus Mars and Venus are, once more, befet ; 

Your wit has caught them in its golden net. 


riL But 
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III. 

But what ilrikes home with moH exalted grace 
rs, haughty genius taught to know its place ; 

And, where worth fhines, its humbled creil to bend. 
With zeal devoted to that godlike end. 

When we difcern fo rich a vein of fenfe, 

Thi'ough the iinooth fiow of pureft eloquence ; 

’Tis like the limpid ilreams of Tagus roll’d 
O’er boundlefs wealth, o’er fhining beds of gold', 

IV, 

But whence fo finifh’d, fo refin’d a piece i 
The tongue denies it to old Rome and Greece $ 
The Genius bids the moderns doubt their claim,. 
And flovdy take polTeflion of the fame. 

But I nor know, iioi care by whom ’tvvas writ. 
Enough for me that ’tis from human wit. 

That fooths my pride : all glory in the pen 
Which has done honour to the race of men. 

V. 

But this have others done ; a like applaufc 
An ancient and a * modern Horace draws. 

But they to glory by degrees arofe. 

Meridian lufiire you, at once difclofe. 

’'Us condnence of mind, unknown before. 

To write fo well, and yet to write no more. 

More bright renown can human nature claim. 

Than to'deferve, and fly immortal fame ? 


* Boikau* 


VL Next 
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Next to tKe godlike praife of writing well. 

Is on tkat praife witk juft delight to dwell. 

O, for feme God my drooping foul to raife ! 

That I might imitate, as well as praife ; 

For all commend : ev’n foes your fame confeis 51 
Nor would Auguflus^ age have prizM it lefs ; 

An age, which had not held its pride fo long. 

But for the want of fo compleat a fong. 

VII. 

A golden period fhall from you commence : 

Peace fhall be fign’d kwixt wit and manly fenfe 5 
Whether your genius or your rank they view. 

The Mufes find their Halifax in you. 

Like him fucceed ! nor think my zeal is ihewn 
For you j ’tis Britain's intereft, not your own 
For lofty ftations are but golden fnares. 

Which tempt the great to fall in love with cares. 

VIII. 

I would proceed, but age has chiE’d my vem, 
’Twas a fhort fever> and I^’m cool again. 

Though life I hate, methinks I could renew 
Its taftelefs, painful courfe, to fing of you. 

When fuch the fubje< 5 l, who fhaE curb his Eight I 
When fiich your gemus, who fhall dare to write ? 

In pure refped, I give my rhyming o'er, 

And> to commend you moft, commend no more. 


IX. Adieu? 
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IX. 

Adieu, whoe’er thou art I on death’s pale coaft 
Ere long I’ll talk thee o’er with Dryden^s ghoU ; 

The bard will fmile. A laft, a long farewell ! 
Henceforth I hide me in my daiky cell ; 

There wait the friendly Uroke that fets me free» 

And think of immortality and thee — 

My Ibrains are number’d by the tuneful Nine ; 

Each maid prefents her thanks, and all prefent thee 
mine* 


VERSES 
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VERSES SENT BYL0RD MELCOMBE 
TO DOCTEjR. YOUNG. 

NOT LONG BEFORE HIS LOR DS H Ip’s D E AT H 

I N D companion of my youths 
Lov’d for genius, \vorth> and truth I 
Take what fiiendfhip can impart. 

Tribute of a feeling heart ; 

Take the Mufe’s lateH Ipark f , 

Ere we drop into the dark. 

He, who parts and virtue gave. 

Bad Thee look beyond the grave : 

Genius foars, and Virtue guides ; 

Above, the love of God prefides. 

There ’s a gulph ’twixt us and God ; 

Let the gloomy path be trod : 

Why kand Ihivering on the fhore ? 

Why not boldly venture o’er ? 

Where unerring Virtue guides. 

Let us have the winds and tides : 

Safe, through feas of doubts and fears. 

Rides the bark which Virtue lieers. 

* A Poetical Epiflle from the late Lord 
« combe to the Earl of Bate, with corre^ioas by the 
Author of the Night Thoughts,’^ was publilhed ia 
4to. 1776, , 

f See Mr. Cull’s Life of young. 
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the dedication. 

T O 

MR. VOLTAIRE. 

I. 

-R /T Y Mufe, a bird of palTage, flies 

From frozen clime to milder ikies ; 
prom cliilling blafts flie feeks thy cheating beam# 

A beam of favour, hre deny’d ; 

Concious of faults, her blufhing pride 
Hopes an afylum in fo gteat a name. 

n. 

* To dive full deep in ancient days. 

The njoarriors^ ardent deeds to raife. 

And monarches aggrandize ; — the glory. Thine 5 
Thine is the drama^ how renown’d ! 

Thine, Eptds loftier trump to found 
But let Arion’s fea-flrung harp be Mine : 

ilL 

Bnt where ’s his dolphin^ Know’fl: thou, where ?— 
May that be found in Thee, Voltaire 1 
Save thou from harm my plunge into the wave ; 

How will thy name iIIuMous raife 
My linking fong ! Mere mortal lays, 

^0 patroniz’d, are refcued from the grave. 

IV. « Th^ 

^ Annals of the Emperor Charles XII. Lewis XIV* 
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IV. 

« Tell me, fay’ft thou, who courts my fmile t 
« What ftraiiger fh-ay’d from yonder ifle ! — > 
No Granger, Sir 1 though born in foreign climes ; 

On Dorfet downs, when Milton’s page. 

With Sm and Deaths provok’d thy rage. 

Thy rage provok’d, ^ho footh’d with gentle rhymes } 

V. 

Wrho kindly couch’d thy cenfure’s eye. 

And gave thee clearly to defcry 
Sound judgment giving law to fancy ftrong ? 

Who half inclin’d thee to confefs. 

Nor could thy modefty do lefs. 

That Milton’s blindnefs lay not in his fong ? 

VI. 

But fuch debates long lince are flown ; 

For ever fet the funs that flione 
On airy paflimes, ere our brows were grey : 

How fliordy’ ihall we Both forget. 

To thee my patron I my debt. 

And thou to thine for Pruflia’s golden key. 

VII. 

The prefent, in oblivion cafl. 

Fun foon fhall fleep, as fleeps the pafl ; 

Full foon the wide dilHndion die between 
The frowns and favours of the great ; 

High flufli’d fuccefs, and pale defeat 5 
The Gallic gaiety, and Britifli fpleen. 


VfiL Ye 
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vni. 

Ye wingM, ye rapid moments 1 flay * 

Oh friend ! as deaf as rapid, they; 

Life’s little drama done, th6 curtain falls . 

Doll thou not hear it ? I can hear. 

Though nothing ilrikes the Mening ear; 

T une groans his lall 1 Eternal loudly calls I 

IX. 

Nor calls in vain; the call infpires 
Far other counfels and delires. 

Than once prevail’d; we Hand on higher ground; 
What fcenes we fee 1 — Exalted aim ? 

Witli ardours nevjy our fpirits flame ; 
Ambition blell 1 with more than launls crown’d. 


2*S 


VoL. LX|I. 


A SEA* 
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A SEA-PIECE. 

ODE THE FIRST. 

THE BRITISH SAILOR’S EXULTATION. 

I. 

I N lofty founds let thofe delight 

Who brave the foe, but fear the fight ; 

And, bold in word, of arms decline the ftroke^ 

’Tis mean to boafi : ; but great to lend 
To foes the counfel of a friend. 

And warn them of the vengeance they provoke. 

IL 

From whence arife thefe load alarms ? 

Why gleams the /outb with brandifii’d arms ? 

War, bath’d in blood, from curfi: ambition fprings : 
Ambition ! mean, ignoble pride ! 

Perhaps their ardours may fuhfide. 

When weigh’d the wonders Britain’s Tailor fings. 

IIL 

Hear, and revere. — At Britain’s nod. 

From each enchanted grove and wood 
lliifle’s the huge oak:, or Ihadelefs foreR leaves^ 

The mountain ■f>mes afiTume new forms. 

Spread canvas-wings, and fly through florms. 
And ride o’er rocks, and dance on foaming waves 

IV. She 
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IV. 

She nods again : the labouring earth 
Difclofes a tremendous birth; 

In Imoaking rivers runs her" molten ore; 

Thence monfters of enormous iize. 

And hideous afped, threatening rife. 

Flame from the deckj from trembling baiHons roar. 

V. 

Thefe minifters of fate ful£l. 

On empires wide, an zjland^s will. 

When thrones unjuil: wake vengeance ; know, ye powers I 
In fudden night, and ponderous balls. 

And floods of flame, the tempefl falls. 

When brav’d Britannia^s awful fenate lowers, 

VI. 

In her * grand council fhe furveys. 

In patriot pidure, what may raife. 

Of infolent attempts, a warm difdain ; 

Fiiom hope’s tritmphant fummit thrown. 

Like darted lightning, fwiftly dmvn 
The wealth of Ind, and confidence of Spain, 

VII. 

Britannia jfheaths her courage keen. 

And fpares her nitrous magazine; 

Her cannon Humber, till the proud afpire. 

And leave all law below them; then they blaze! 
They thunder from refounding leas. 

Touch’d by their injur’d maker’s foul of fire. 

VIIL Then 
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VIIl. 

Then furies rife 1 the battle raves I 
And rends the ikies 1 and warms the waves i 
And calls a tempell from th?e peaceful deep. 

In fpite of nature, fpite of Jove, 

While all-ferene, and hufh^d above. 

Tumultuous winds in azure chambers lleep. 

IX. 

A thoufand deaths the burfHng bomb 
Hurls from her difembowePd womb ; 

Chain’d, glowing globes, in dread alliance join’d, 
Red-wing’d by ftrong, fulphureous blafts, 

Sweep, in black whirlwinds, men and mails ; 
And leave ling’d, naked, blood-drown’d, decks beliind. 

X. 

Dwarf laurels rife in tented fields ; 

The wreath immortal ocean yields ; 

There war’s whole fling is ihot, whole fire is fpent# 
Whole glory blooms : how pale, how tame. 

How lambent is Bellona’s flame j 
How her florms ianguifh on the continent ! 

XI. 

From the dread front of aniient war 
Lefs terror frown’d ; her feythed car. 

Her caftled elephant, and battering beam. 

Stoop to thofe engines which deny - 
Superior terrors to the Iky, 

And boafl; their clouds, their thunder, and their flame. 

XIL The 
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The flame, the thunder, and the cloud. 

The night by day, the fea of blood, 

Hofts whirl’d in air, die ydl of fmldng throngs. 

The gravelefs dead, an occa warm’d, 

A firmament by mortals florm^d. 

To padent Britain’s angry brow belongs. 

XIIL 

Or do I dream ? Or do I rave I 
Or fee I Vulcan’s footy cave. 

Where Jove’s red belts the giant brothers frame t 
Thofe fwarthy gods of tcil and 
Loud peals on mountain anvHs heat. 

And panting tempefls rouze the roaring flame. 

XIV. 

Ye fons of ^tna I hear my call; 

Uniinifh’d let thofe baubles fall. 

Yon fhieid of Mars, Minerva’s helmet blue : 

Your Urokes fufpend, ye brawny throng I 
Charm’d by the magic of my fong. 

Drop the feign’d thunder, and attempt the true. 

XV. 

Begin : * and firfl take rapid 
Fierce jtottr, and clouds of thickell 
And ghafHy terror^ paler than the dead ; 

Then borrow from the north his roar. 

Mix groans and deaths ; one phmi pour 
Of wrong’d Britannia’s wrath; and it is made; 

Gaul flarts and trembles — at your dreadful trade. 

0.3 E 
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ODE THE SECOND: 

IN WHICH IS 

THE SAILOR’S PRAYER BEFORE ENGAGEMENT- 


I. 

S O form’d the bolt, ordain’d to break 

Gaul’s haughty plan, and Bourbon lhake; 
If Britain’s crimes fupport not Britain’s foes. 

And edge their fwords : O power divine ! 

If bleft by Thee the bold defign. 

Embattled hofts a fmgle arm o’erthrows. 

IL 

Ye warlike dead, who fell of old 
In Britain’s caufe, by fame enroll’d 
In deathlefs annal ! deathlefs deeds infpire ; 

From oozy beds, for Britain’s fake. 

Awake, illnflrious chiefs I awake ; 

And kindle in your fons paternal fire. 

III. 

The day commilEon’d from above. 

Our worth to weigh, our hearts to prove. 

If war*s full Ihock too fiehh to fufiain ; 

Or firm to Rand its final blow. 

When vital Rreams of blood lhall Row, 

And turn to crimfon the difcolour’d mainj 


IV. Thai 
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IV. 

That day ’s arriv’d, that fatal hour I— 

« Hear us, O hear. Almighty Power I 
« Our guide in counfel, and our ftrength in fights 
Now war’s important die is thrown, 

<< If left the day to man alone. 

How blind is wifdom, and how weak is might I 

V. 

« Let proilrate hearts,, and awful fear, 

« And deep remorfe, and iighs fincere 
For Britain’s guilt, the wrath divine appeafe; 

A wrath, more formidable far 
Than angry naturals wafteful war. 

The whirl of tempefts, and the roar of Teas., 

VL 

« From out the deep, to Thee we cry. 

To thee, at nature’s helm on high 1 
Steer thou our condud, dread Omnipotence ! 

To thee for fuccour we refort; 

« Thy favour is our only port ; 

** Our only rock of fafety, they defence. 

VII. 

O thou, to whom the lions roar. 

And, not unheard, thy boon implore ! 

« Thy throne our burfts of cannon loud invoke : 

" Thou canh arre ji the flying ball ; 

Or fend it back and bid it fall 
On thofe, from whofe proud deck the thunder broke*. 

CL 4 VIIL Bri- 



VIII. 

Britain in vain extends her care 
To climes * remote, for aids in war 5 
« Still farther mufl: it fcr^tch to crulh the foe 
« There ’s one alliance, one alone. 

Can crown her arms, or fix her throne ; 

« And that alliance is not found below. 

IX. 

Ally Supreme 1 we turn to Thee j 
We learn obedience from the fea j 
" With feas, and winds, henceforth, thy laws fulfil : 
« ’Tis thine our blood to freeze, or warm ; 

« To rouze, or hulh, the martial Horm ; 

« And turn the tide of conquefi:, at thy will. 

X. 

^Tis Thine to beam fublime renown. 

Or quench tire glories of a crown ; 

’Tis Thine to doom, *ds Thine, from death to free 
To turn afide his levePd dart, 

« Or pluck it from the bleeding heart:— 
Then we call anchor, we confide in Thee. 

XI. 

<< Thou, who hail: taught the mnh to roar. 
And flreaming f lights nocturnal pour 
^ Of frightful afped I when proud foes invade, 
I'heir blafted pride with dread to feize, • 
Bid Britain's Bags, as meteors, blaze 5 
And George depute to thunder in thy Head. 

XIL 

RulTa f Aurora Borealis 
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XIL 

« The righ alone is bold and Urong; 

" Black, hovering clouds appal the ^vrong 
«< With dread of vengeance : nature^s awful fire! 
Lefs than one moment fiiouldfi Thou frown 
** Where is puiiTance and renown } 

« Thrones tremble, empires fink, or worlds expire* 

XIII. 

Let George the jufi: chafdfe the vain : 

^ Thou, who durfi curb the rebel main, 

** To mount the fhore when boiling billows rave I 
« Bid George repel a bolder tide. 

The boundlefs fwell of Gallic pride ; 

« And check ambition^ s overwhelming w'ave. 

XIV. 

^ And when (all milder means withfiood) 
Ambition^ tam'd by lofs of blood. 

Regains her reafon; then, on angels ^vings. 

Let peace defcend, and fiioudng greet, 

" With peals of joy, Britannia’s fleet. 

How richly freighted I It, triumphant, brings 
The poife of kingdoms, and the fate of kings*’^ 
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PREFACE. 

A Pindaric carries a farm^ahh foinld; but there i® 
nothing formidable in the true nature of it ; of 
which (with utmoft fubmiffion) I conceive the critics 
have hitherto entertained a falfe idea. Pindar is as na- 
tural as Anacreon, though not familiar. As a Ext 
flar is as much in the bounds of nature, as a ilower of 
the field, though lefs obvious, and of greater dignity* 
This is not the received notion of Pindar; I ihall there- 
fore foon fupport at large that hint which is now given. 

rade is a very nohk fubjed in itfelf ; more proper 
than any for an Enghihman ; and particularly feafonable 
at this jundure. 

We have more fpecimens of good ^writing in every 
province, than in the fiibltme\ our two famous Epic 
Poems excepted. I was willing to make an attempt 
where I had fewefi: rivals. 

If, on rea^ng tHs Ode, any man has a fuHer idea 
of the real interefi, or pojfihle glory of his country, than 
before ; or a Wronger imprejpon from it, or a wanner 
concern for it, I give up to the critic any farther repu- 
tation. 

have many copies and tranjlations that pafs for 
originals^ This Ode I humbly conceive is an original, 
though it profelTes imitation. No man can be like Pin- 
dar,r by imitating any of his particular works ; any 
more than like Raphael, by copying the cartoons. 

The 
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The genius and fpirit of fuch great men mufl be col- 
ledcd from the ^hole; and when thus we are polTefifed 
of it, we miift exert its energy in fuhjeas and defigns 
of our own. Nothing is. fo unpmdartcal as followmg 
Pindar on the foot. Pindar is an original^ and he muft 
be fo too, who would be like Pindar in that which is his 
greateiil praife. Nothing fo unlike as a clofe copy, and 
a noble original 

As for length, Pindar has an unbroken Ode of fix 
hundred lines. Nothing is long or ihort in writing, 
but relatively to the demand of the fubje^l, and the 
manner of treating it. A difikh may be long, and a 
folio ffjort. However, I have broken this Ode into 
Strains, each of which may be conlidered as a feparate 
Ode if you pleafe. And if the variety and fullnefs of 
matter be conlidered, I am rather apprehenlive of dan- 
ger from brevity in this Ode, than from length. But 
lank writing is what I think ought moll to be declined, 
if for nothing elfe, for our plenty of it. 

The Ode is the mofi: fpirited kind of poetry, and the 
Pindaric is the moft fpirited kind of Ode', this I fpeak 
at my own very great peril : but truth has an eternal 
title .to our confelEon, though we are fore to fuffer by 
it. 
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THE MERCHANT 

ODE THE FIRST. 

ON THE BRITISH TRADE AND NAVIGATION. 

T O 

HIS GRACE THE DURE OF CHANDOS. 

firXetrstaf Xoyiot- 

CiV hrt ^^ae-oht 
vas-oy luaXea 

h Tind. ’Kem, Od, VL 


THE PRELUDE. 

The Fropofithn. An Addrefs to the vefTel that 
brought over the King^ Who ihould fing on this 
occahon. A Pindaric boaft. 

I. 

T? A ST by ^tfurge my limbs are fpread. 

The naval oak nods o’er my head ; 

The wnds are load j the waves tumultuous roll ; 

Ye winds ! indulge your rage no more; 

Ye founding billows I ceafe to roar ; 

The God defcends ; and tranfports warm my foul, 

IL 

The waves are hulh’d; the winds are fpent 
This kingdom, jBrom the kingdoms rent, 

I pelebrate in fong — Fam^d Me 1 no lefs. 

By nature’s favour:, from mankindsi 
Than by the foaming fea, disjoin’d ; 

Ahne in blifs 1 an ijle, in happinefs 1 
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III. 

Though Fate and Time have damp’d my ftrains^ 
Though youth no longer fires my veins. 

Though flow their fireams in this cold climate run; 

The royal eye difpels my cares, 

Recals the warmth of blooming years, 

Heturning George fupplies the diftant fun. 

IV. 

Away, my foul ! falute the Plne^ 

That glads the heart of Caroline, 

Its grand depolit faithful to rellore ; 

Salute the hark that ne’er ftiall hold 
So rich a freight in geins or gold. 

And loaded from both Indies would be poor. 

y. 

My foul I to thee, Jhe fpreads her fails ; 

Their bofoms fill with facred gales ; 

With infpiration from the godhead warm ; 

No^ bound for an eternal clime 
O fend her down the tide of Time, 

Snatch’d from ohli^vion, and fecure from Jlorf^u 

VL 

Or teach this Hag, like that to foar. 

Which Gods of old and Heroes bore ; 

Bid heir a Britilh confiellation rife — 

The fea ihe fcorns 5 and, fhall bound 
On lofty billows of fweet found, 

I am her pilot, and her port the Jkm ! 

VIL Dare 


The yefiel that brought over the King. 
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Bare to fing, ye tinkling train i 
Silence, ye wretched I ye profane ! 

Who fhakie Jiroje, and boaft X>f ahfent Gods ; 
Who murder thought, and numbers maim. 
Who write Pindarics cold and lame. 

And labour ftifF Anacreontic Odes, 

VIIL 

Ye lawful Sons of Genius rife ! 

Of genuine title to the ikies ; 

Ye founts of Learning I and ye mints of Fame ! 
You, who fie off the mortal part 
Of glowing thought, with Attic art. 

And drink pure fong from Cam’s or liis^ ffream. 

IX. 

I glow, I bum I the numbers pur^ 

High- flavoured, delicate, mature. 
Spontaneous Eream from my unlabour’d breaff. 
As, when full-ripened teems the vine. 

The generous burfts of wiiling wine 
BiiHl nedareous from the grape unpref* 
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STRAIN THE FIRST. 

"THE ARGUMEI^T. 

Hc^u the King attended. A pre/peB of happiaefs, 
Indtijhy, A furprizing inltance of it in old Rome, 
The mifchief of Jhth. M'hat happinefs is, Bkih its 
greateil enemy, ^rade natural to Britain. Tratk 
invoked, Dejaibcd* IVhat the greatefi: human ex- 
cellence. I'he prmje of wealth. Its nje^ uhuje^ 
end* The ^vartey of nature. The hnal moral 
caufe of it. The benefit of man’s necejjlues* Bri- 
tain’s naval Rores. She makes ull Id aim e fervice- 
able to her ends. Of reafoii* Its excsllmce* Honu 
we fhould form our eflimate of things. Reafods 
dilficuit talk. TVhy the firfi: glory hers. Her 
in old Britain, 

I. 

" OUR Monarch comes I nor comes alone 
What Ihining forms furround his throne, 

O Sun 1 as planets thee !— To my loud Brain 
See Peace, by Wifdom led, advance 5 
The Grace, the Mufe, the Seafon, dance ; 

And Plenty fpreads behind her flowing train ! 

IL 

« Our Monarch comes ! nor comes alone 
iVtw glories kindle round his throne. 

The viflons rife ! I triumph as I gaze : 

By Pindar led, I turn’d of late 
The volume dark, the folds of Pate ; 

And, now, am prefent to the fniiirs blaze. 
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By George and Jove it is decreed. 

The mighty months in pomp proceed. 

Fair daughters of the fun I— O thou (Evine, 

Bied Indudry ! a Ciiiling earth 
From thee ^tkne derives its birth : 

By thee tlie plcaghfhare and its mailer fhine. 

IV. 

From tliee, c/ziky anchor y car. 

From thee the m7ino7t and his rear ; 

On oaks nurd, rear’d by thee, wealth, empire grow s \ 

O golden Fruit I oak wed might prove 
The facred tree, the tree of Jove ; 

All Jove can give, the na^al oak bellows. 

V. 

What cannot Indudry compleat ? 

When Punick war firft flam’d, the great. 

Bold, aflit'e, ardent, Roman fathers meet : 

Fell all your groves,” a Flameti cries ; 

As loon they fall ; as foon they rife ; 

'One moon, a fmfiy and the next, a Jleeu 

VL 

Is Jloth indulgence ? ’Tis a toil ; 

Enervates man,* and damns the foil ; 

Defeats creation, plunges in diiirefs. 

Cankers our being, all devours ; 

A full exertion of our powers I 
Thenesy and thence only, glows our happinefs, 

R 2 VIL The 
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VIL 

'The Hream may Magnate, yet be deai:. 

The fan fufpend his fwift career, 

'Yet healthy Nature feel her wonted force; 

Ere man, his adive fprings refign’4. 

Can ruft in body and in mind. 

Yet talle oTbhfs, of which he choaks the fource. 

vin. 

Where, 'Induftry ! thy daughter fair ? 

Recal her to her jmtz<ve air ; 

Here, was Trade born, here bred, here llourilh^d long^ 
And ever ihall ihe flourilh ^ere : 

What though fhe languilh’d ? ^twas hut fear, 
She ’s found of heart ; her conftitution flrong, 

IX. 

Wake, fling her up. Trade ! lean no more 
On thy4xt anchor, pufh from Ihore, 

Earth lies before thee, every climate court. 

And, fee, Ihe ’s rousM, abfolv’d from fears. 
Her brow, in cloudlefs azure, rears. 

Spreads all her fail, and opens every port. 

X 

See, cherifh’'d by her filler. Peace, 

She levies gain on every place. 

Religion, habit, cullom, tongue, and namei 
Again, fiie travels with the fun. 

Again, ihe draws a golden zone 
Round earth and main ; brightzone of wealth and'fame 
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Ten thoufand adive hands, that hong* 

In fhameful doth with nerves unftrungy 
The nations languid load* de’fy the dorms. 

The fheets unfurl, and anchors weigh. 

The loitgrmoor’d veiTel wing to fea,^ 

Worlds, woilds falute, and peopled ocean fwarms,. 

XIL 

His fons, Po, Ganges, Danube, Nile, 

Their fedgy foreheads lift, and fmile 
Their urns inverted prodigally pour 

Streams, charg’d with wealth, and vow to buy 
Britannia for their great ally. 

With climes paid down ; what can the gods do more ? 

XIII. 

Cold Ruffia colUy furs from far. 

Hot China fends her painted jar, 

France generous wines to crown it, Arab fweet 
With gales of incenfe fwells our fails. 

Nor diliant Ind our merchant fails,. 

Her riched ore the ballafi of our fleet, 

XIY, 

Luxuriant ifle I What tide that flows. 

Or dream that glides, or wind that blows. 

Or genial fun that fliines, or ihower that pours. 

But flow^, glides, breathes, fhines, pours for thee ^ 
How every heart dilates to fee 
Each land’s eachfeafon blending on thy Jhores I 

R 3 XV- All 
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XV* 

All thefe one Britifh harveH make I 
The fervant Ocean for thy fake 
Both finks and fwells . his arms thy bofom wrapj. 
And fondly give? in boundlefs dower. 

To mighty George’s growing power,* 

The wafted world into thy loaded lap. 

XVL 

Commerce brings riches, riches crown 
Fair Virtue with the firft renown ; 

A large rei.fe7iue, and a large expence. 

When hearts for others welfare glow. 

And fpend as free as gods bellow. 

Gives the full bloom to mortal excellence. 

XVIL 

G/cw then my breaft 1 abound my ftore t 
This, and this boldly I implore, 

Their and apathy let Stoicks boail : 
PaJpo7i5 and richest good or ill. 

As us’d by man, demand our fkiU ; 

All bieiiings wound us, when difcretion ^5 loft. 

XVIIL 

Wealthy in the mv'tmus and the 
’Tis vice and folly to defpife : 

Let thofe in praife of poverty reftnc, 

Whofe heads or hearts pervert its ufe. 

The narrow-foul^ di or the profufet 
The it'uly-grmt find morals in the mine 5 


XIX. Happy 
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XIX. 

Happy the man ! who, large of heart. 

Has learnt the rare, illulbioiis art^ 

Of being rich : ftores fiar^je us, or they cloy j 
From goldy if more than chemlc Ikiil, 

Extra^l not what is brighter Mil ; 

’Tis hard to gaitzy much harder to enjoy 

XX. 

. Flsniy ’s a meansy and joy her end : 

Exalted minds their joys extend : 

A Chandos fhines, when others’ joys are done r 
As lofty turrets, by their height. 

When humbler fcenes refign their light. 

Retain the rays of the declining Ian. 

XXL 

Pregnant with blelSngs, Britain ! fvveai? 

No fordid Ton of thine Ihall dare 
QiFend the donor of thy wealth and peace ; 

Who nouo his whole creation drains 
To pour into thy tumid veins 
That blood of nations ! commerce and iiicreafc. 


xxn. 

How various Nature ! turgid grain 
Here nodding floats the golden plain j 
There,. <worms weave filken webs 5 here, glowing vines 
Lay forth their purple to the fun. 

Beneath the foil, there harveib run. 

And kings’ revenues ripen in the mines* 



J2.4B YOUNG’S POEMS. 

XXIII. 

What ’s various Nature ? Art divine 
Man’s foul to foften and refine ; 

Heaven different growths to different lands imparts. 
That all may Hand in need of all. 

And inter efi draw around the baD, 

A net to catch and join all human hearts. 

XXIV. 

Thus has the great Creator’s pen 
His law /upreme, to mortal men, 

,,In their necejjities diftmd:Iy writ : 

Ev’n appetite fupplies the place 
Of abfent virtue, abfent grace. 

And human want performs for human wit. 

XXV. 

Vaff naval enfigns ffrow’d around 
The wond’ring foreigner confound I 
How ffands the deep -aw’d continent aghaff. 

As her proud fcepter^d ions furvey. 

At every port, on every quay. 

Huge mountains rife, of cable, anchor,, maff ? 

XXVL 

The unwieldy tun I the ponderous bale !— 

Each prince his own clime fet to fale 
Sees here, by fubje£Is of a Britifh king ; 

How earth ’s abridg’d ! aU nations range 
A narrow fpot, our throng’d Exchange ! 

And fend the ftreams of plenty from their fpring. 

XXVILNof 
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XXVII. 

Nor earth alone, all Nature bends 
In aid to Britain’s gjcrious ends: 

Toils fhe in trade P or bleeds in honad ^icars P 
Her keel each yielding fea enthrals. 

Each willing ^nnd her canvas calls. 

Her pilot into fervice lids the liars. 

XXVIIL 

In Eze conHn’d, and humbly made. 

What though we creep beneath the lhade. 

And feem as emmets on this point, the ball \ 

Heaven lighted- up the human foul, 

Hfeaven bid its rays tranfpierce the whole. 

And, giving godlike Reafotty gave us AIL 

XXIX. 

Thou golden chain ’twixt God and men. 

Bled Reafon I guide my life and pen ; 

All ills, like ghods. By trembling at thy light : 

Who thee obeys, reigns over all ; 

Smiles, though the dars around him fall j 
A God is nought but Reafon Infinite. 

XXX. 

The man of Reafon is a God 
Who fcoms to doop to Fortune’s nod; 

Sole AgM he beneath the fiiining Iphere, 

Others are are imped’d, 

Are frighten’d, flatter’d, funk, or fwell’d. 

As acctdem is pleas’d to dmimr^ 


XXXI. Our 
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XXXL 

Our hopes and ^ears are much to blame j 
Shall monarchs aw ? or crowns infiame? 

From grofs miftake our idle tumult fprings ; 

^hofe men the filly world difarm. 

Elude the dart^ diflfolve the charnty 
Who know the Jlender worth of men and things^ 

XXXII. 

The prefent obje£l, prefent day, 

Are idle phantomy and away ; 

What lafimg only does exiji. Know 

Life, fame, friends, freedom, empire, all^ 
Peace, Commerce, Freedom, nobly fall 
To launch us on the flood of e7idlefs bHfs.. 

XXXIII. 

How foreign thefe, though moji in view 1 
Go, look your nuhok exigence through; 

Thencey form your rule ; thence fix your eftimate. 

For fo the gods : but as the gmnsg 

How great the toil / ’Twill coft more pains. 

To vanquifh Folly, than reduce a State. 

XXXIV. 

Hence, Reafon / the firjl palm is thine. 

Old Britain learnt from thee to flime. 

By thee, Trades fwarming throng, gay Freedom's imk. 
Armies, in war of fatal frown. 

Of peace the pride. Arts flowing down, 

Fnrkh, exalt, tifend, inJlruB our ifle. 


STRAIN 
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STRAIN THE SECpNB. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Arts from Commerce, Why Britons ihould parfoe it. 
What wealth indudes. An Htfiortctd digreBioa 
which kind is mok frequent in Pindar. The wealth 
and wonderful glory of Tyre. The apfrmch of her 
ruin. The caufe of it. Her crimes through all 
ranks and orders. Her miferable fall. The neigh- 
bouring kings juil refieSiic*i on it. An awful image 
of the Divine Power and Vengeance. From 
Tyre felh and how deep her calamity. 


I. 

COMMERCE gives arts^ as well as gainj 
By Commerce wafted o’er the main, 

^hej barbarous climes enlighten as they run ; 
Arts^ the rich trafiick of the foul ! 

May travel, thus^ from pole to pole. 

And gild the world with Learning’s brighter fun» 

IL 

Commerce gives learnings mriue^ gold / 

Ply Commerce, then, ye Britons bold. 
Inur’d to winds and Teas ! left Gods repent : 

The Gods that thron’d you in the wave. 
And, as the trident* s emblem, gave 
A triple realm, that awes the continent : 


III. And 
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III. 

And awes with wealth ; for wealth is power r 
When Jove delcends a golden ihower, 

’Tis navies, armies, empire, all, in one.— 

View, emulate, outlhine old Tyre ; 

In fcarlet rob’d, with gems on fire. 

Her merchants, princes i every deck, a throne t 

IV. 

She late an emprefs 1 aw’d the flood I 
Her fiahle column Ocean trod ; 

She call’d the nationsy^xA Ihe called the feasy 
By Both obey’d ; the Syrian lings ; 

The Cyprian’s art her viol firings j 
Togarmagh’s fieed along her valley neighs* 

V. 

The fir of Senir makes her floor. 

And Baton’s oak, transform’d, her oar j 
High Lebanon her mafi | far Dedan warms 
Her mantled hofi ; Arabia feeds 
Her fail of purple Egypt fpreads % 

Arvad fends mariners j the Perlian, arms. 

VIv 

The world’s laft limit bounds her fame 
The golden was her name ! ^ 

Thofe fiars on mrthy the topas^i, onyx, blaze 
Beneath her foot : extmt of coafi. 

And rich as Nile’s, let others boafi;^ 

Hers the far nobkr hmrnsefi of the feasr . 

VII. Omer^ 
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VIL 

O merchant land ! as Eden fair ! 

Antient of Empires ! Nature’s care! 

The iirength of Ocean 1 head of Plenty’s Springs ! 
The pride of Ides ! In msars rever’d ! 

Mother of crafts I lov’d I courted I fear’d I 
Pilot of kingdoms ! and fupport of kings ! 

VIII. 

Great mart of nations 1 — But Ihe Mb: 

Her pamper’d fons revolt 1 rebel 1 
Againfl his favourite iile loud roars the main I 
The temped howls ? her fculptur’d dome 
Soon, the mjolfs refuge ; dragan^s home.! 

The land, one altar / a whole people, Jlatn / 

IX. 

The dedin’d day puts on her frown; 

The fable hour is coming down : 

She ’s on her march from yon Almighty. throne: 

The fword and form are in her hand ; 

She trumpets Ihrill her dread command : 

Dark be the light of earth I the boad, unknown ! 

X. 

For, oh ! her fins as red as Hood, 

As crimfon deep, outcry the flood j 
The Qijeen of Trade is bought f once wife and jud, 
venal is her council’s tongue ; 

How riot, violence, and wrong, 

Xarn gold to drofs^ her bloflbm into dufi / 


XI. To 
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XL 

To things inglorious, far beneath 
Thofe high-born fouls they proudly breath(^ 
Her fordid noble finks 1 hen mighty , bow I 
Is it for this, tire groves around 
Heturn the tahrefs fprightly found ? 

Is it for this, her great-ones tofs the brow ? 

XIL 

What burning feuds ’twixt brothers reign 1 
To nuptials cold, how^/owj the vein. 
Confounding kindred, and mifleading right ? 

The fpurious lord it o^er the land 1 
Bold Blafphemy dares make a ftand, 

AlTault the Iky, and brandifh all her might : 

XIII. 

Tyxe^s^artizan, fweet orator. 

Her merchant fage, big man of ^asar, 
judge, her prophet, nay her hoary heads, 
Whofe brows with msifdom ihould be crown’d. 
Her very priejis in guilt abound : 

Hence, the world’s cedar all her honours Iheds. 

XIV. 

What death of truth ! what thirft of gold! 
Chiefs warm in peace, in battle cold ! 

Whzt youth unletter’di lafe ones lifted high \ 
What public boafts ! what private views I 
What dejert temples I crowded Hews ! 

What women /«— praftis’d but to rowl an eye I 
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XV. 

O! foul of heart, her faireii dames 
Decline the fun’s intruding beams. 

To mad the midnight in thdr gloomy haunts : 

Alas ! there is, who fees them there; 

There is, who flatters not the fair, 

V^ien cymbals tinkle, and the ^virgin chaunts. 

XVI. 

Hb fees, and thunders I — in vaini 
The courfer paws, and foams the rein ; 

And chariots flream along the printed foil : 

In vain 1 Her high, prefumptuous air 
In gorgeous veflments rich and rare. 

O’er her proud ihouider throws the poor man’s toil. 

XVIL 

In robes or gems, her cofliy Jain^. 

Green, fcarlet, astute, ihine, in vain ! 

In vain ! their golden heads her turrets rear ; 

In vain 1 high-flavour’d foreign fruits, 

Sydonian oils, and Lydian lutes. 

Glide o’er her tongue, and melt upon her ear. 

XVIII. 

In vain ! wines flow in vaiions Hreams, 

With helm and fpear each pillar gleams ; 
Damafcus, vain ! unfolds the glofly iiore ; 

The golden wedge fbom Ophir’s coafls. 

From Arab incenfc vain* fee boafls. 

Vain are her gods, and vainly mm adore. 


XIX. Bell 
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XIX. 

Bell falls ! the mighty Nebo bends ! 

The nations hifs ! her glory ends I 
To her confidence 1 ihe Hies from foes ; 
Foes meet her thene : the wind, the wave. 
That once aid, ftrength, and grandeur gave 3 
.Plunge her in feas, from which her glory rofe. 

XX. 

Her i<vory deck, embroider’d fail. 

And maft of cedar nought avail. 

Or pilot learjpd! She links, nor finks alon^ 

Her Gods fink with her 1 to the Iky, 

Which never more fiiall meet her eye. 

She -fends her foul out in one dreadful groan. 

XXL 

What though fo vafi her naval might. 

In her firfi dawn’d the Britifti right ? 

All flags cf^as^d her fee-dominion greet : 

What though Ihe longer warr’d than Troy f 
At length her foes that Ille deftroy 
Whofe cQnquefi: fad’d, as far as fail’d her fleet. 

XXIL 

The kings Jhe cloath^d in purple lhake 
Their aweful brows : O foul mifiake ! 

O fatal pride ! (they cry) this, this is Ihe, 

Who faid — with my oww art and arm. 

In the world’s wealth I wrap me warm”— 
And fweli’d at heart, vain Emprefs of the Sea i 
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XXllL 

This, This is ihe, who meanly foar*d : 

" Alas 1 how /ow, to be ador^J, 

And fHle herfelf a God 1— ^Througli ftormy wars 
This Eagle-Iile her thunder bore, 

** High-fed her young with human gore; 

And ^mld have built her ned among the flats* 

XXIV, 

But ah, frail man ! how impotent 
To fland Heaven’s vengeance, or prevent ! 

To turn ahde the great Creator’s aim 1 
Shall Ifland-kings with Him contend. 

Who makes the Poles beneath him bend i" 

And lhall drink up the fea herfelf with flame 

XXV. 

Earthy JEther^ Empyreum bow. 

When from the brazen Mountain’s brow 
The God of Battles takes his mighty bow : 

Of wrath prepares to pour the flood. 

Puts on his vefhzre dipt in blood, 

And marches out to fcourge the world below* 

XXVL 

Ah ! wretched Ifle, once call’d tlie great / 

" Ah I wretched lile, and wife too late 5 
« The vengeance of Jehovah is gone out : 

Thy luxury^ corruption^ pride^ 

* Atid. freedom loft, the realms deride, 

« Ador’d thee Jiandiugy o’er thy ruins fhout : 

VoL* LXIL S XXVn. « To 
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XXVIL 

To fcourge with or peace heJ!on.K, 

Was thin^, O fallen ! fallen low I 
TA>as thine, of jarring thrones to ftill debates : 
How art thou fallen, down><lown, down I 
Wide ^vnjle, and nighty and horror frown. 
Where Empire flam’d in gold, and balanc’d Hates. 



